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ADVERTISEMENT.

I Think it neceflary to acquaint the Public, - that T
fhould never have thought of ‘writing 2 Play - on
the following Subje&, i I had not firft read the juft-
ly cclcbrated Horace of Mr. Corneille, and admired his
Mapagement of fome Parts of the Story. They will
nd me tracing him very clofely (with fome few Alte-
rations) in the latter End of the Third A&, and in the
Beginning of the Fourth. In the other A&s I am
hardly confcious to myfelf of having borrowed even
a Thought from him ; tho’ I might have been proud
to have tranﬂatcd whole Scenes, if my Plan and Cha-
racters would have admitted of it.

I muft beg leave to add, that I was induced, for
the Sake of the Adtion, to put feveral Speeches at the
latter End of the Play into the Mouth of Publius,
which more properly belong to the Father. The
Reader will accordingly find them reftored here to
their firft Situation.



PROL OGUE

Spoken by Mr. BARRY.

RITONS, To-night in native Pomp we come,
True Heroes all, from virtuous ancient Rome
In thofe far difiant Timés when Romans knew
The Sweets of guarded Liberty, like You s
And, fafe from Iliswhich Foree or FafFion brings,
Saw Freedom reign beneath the Smile of Kings.
Yet from fuch Times, and fuch plain Chicfs as thefe,
What can wé frame a polifl’d Age to pleafe 2
Say, can you liflen to the artlels Woes
Of an old Tale, which every Sehool-bay knowys ?
Where to your Hearts alone the Scenes apply,
No Merit their's but pure Simplicity. | | !
Our Bard bas play'd a moft adventurous Part,
And tur’d upon bimfelf the Critie's Art :
Stripp’d each luxuriant Plume from Fancy’s Wi ingsy
And torn up Similies like vulgar Things.
Nay even each Moral, Sentimental, Stroke,
FHVbere not the Characier but Poet [poke,
He lopp’d, as foreign to bis chafte Defign 5
Nor fpar’d an ufelefs the' a golden Line.
Thefe are bis Arts ; if thefe cannot atone
For all thefe namelefs Errors yet unknown,
If fbanning Foults which nobler Bards commit,
He wants their Force to firike tb’ attentive Pit,
Be juft and tell bim fo 5 be afks Advice,
Willing to learn, and would not afk it twice.
Zour kind Applaufe may bid bim write——beware ¥
Or kinder Cenfyre teach bim to forbear.

Perfons,



PERsoNs Reprefented.

ME N.
TuLLus Hos'rn.ws,- King of Rome,  Mr. Sewdon.
Horar1vus, A Roman Senator, Mr. Garrick.
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ROMAN FATHER,

TRAGEDY.

ACT, L
SCENE L

A Room_in Horatius’s Houfe.

. A Soldier croffes the Stage; HORATIA follosving.
HorATIA.
TAY Soldier.—As you parted from myFather,
,*J 3 Somicthing Toverheard of near Concern,
But all imperfefily. Said you not 4la
‘Was on the Brink of Fate,and Reme determin’d
This Day to ctuth her haughty Rival’s Power,
Or pen{h in th> Attempt ! '
SoLpIER.
’Twas fo refolv’d

"This Morning, Lady, ere I left the Camp.
Our Heroesdre tir’d et with ling’ring War,
And half-unmeaning Fights.

d B HoraT1a,

L2 A= o X,

-



2 The RomaN FATHER,

HoraTia.
Alas | Thepd
The kind Remorfe which touch’d the kindred States,
And made their Swords fall lightly on the Breafts
Of Foes they could fiot hate,-might have produc’d
A milder Refolution '——Then this Day -
Is fix'd for Death or Conqueft ?———
To me Death
‘Whoever conquers !——TI detain you Sir ;
Commend me to my Brothers, fay, I wifh——
But whercfore fhould I wifh ; the Gods will crown
Their Virtues with the juft Succefs they merit,
——7Yet let me afk you, Sir
: SOLDIER.
My Duty, Lady,

Commands me hence ; ere this they have engag’d ;
And Conqueft’s felf 'would lofe its Charms to me,
Should I not fhare the Danger,

As the Soldier goes vut, enter VALERIA?
VALERTA. [looking firft on the Saldier and then on HORATIA
My dear HorATIA, wherefore wilt thou court
The Means to be unhappy, ftill enquiring
Still to be more undone ? I heard it too ;
And flew to find thee, ecre the fatal News
Had hurt thy quiet, that thou might'ft have learnt it
From a Friend’s Tongue, and drefs’d in gentler Terms.

HorATIA,

O Iam loft, VALERIA, loft to Virtue.
Ev'n while my Country’s Fate, the Fate of Rome,
Hangs on the Conqueror’s fword, this Breaft can fecl
A fofter Paffion, and divide its Cares.
Alba to me is Rome, Would'ft thou believe it,
I would have fent by him thou faw’#t departing

[ He bows,

Kind
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Kind Withes to my Brothers, but my Tongue .
Denied its Office, and this Rebel Heart
Ev’n dreaded their Succefs. - O CuriaTius,
Why art thou there; ‘or why' an Enemy !

VALERIA. ©
Forbear this felf-reproach, he is thy Hufband,
And who can blame thy Fears ? if Fortune make hing
Awhile thy Country’s Foe, fhe cannot cancel
Vows regifterd above.  What though the Pricft
Had not confirm’d it at the facred Altar;
Yet were your Hearts united, and that Union
Approv’d by each confenting Parent’s Choice.
Your Brothers lov’d him as a Friend, a Brother;
And all the Ties of Kindred pleaded for him
And fill muft plead, whate’er our Heroes teach us
Of Patriot-ftrength : Our Country may demand
We fhould be wretched, and we muft obey;
But never can require us not to feel
That we are miferable, Nature there
Wil give the Lic to Virtue.

HoraTIA.

True; yet fure
A Roman Virgin fhould be more than Woman,
Are we not early taught to mock at Pain,
And look on Danger with undaunted Eyes ?
But what are Dangers ! what the ghaftlieft Form
Of Death itfelf? O were 1 only bid
To rufh into the Tiber's foaming Wave
Swollen with uucornmon Floods, or from the Height
Of yon Tarpeian Rock, whofe giddy Steep
Has turn’d me pale with Horrar at the Sight,
I'd thinkthe Tafk were nothing ; but to bear

B2 Thefe




§ 4. The RosMal FATnrr,

Thefe firange. Vie: Tindes of tortuning Pain,
To fear, todoubty o I do e
- YarEmia.
And why defpair # nave we fo idly learned
“The nobleft Leflons of our Infant Days,
Our Truf¥ above ? Does there not ftill remain’
The Wretch’s laft Retreat, the Gods, HorATIA ?
"T'is from their. awful Wills our Evils fpring,
And at their Altars may we find Relief,
Say, fhall we thither *—look not thus dejedtedy
But anfwer me. A Confidence in them,
Even in this Crifis of thy Fate, will calm
Thy troubled: Soul, and fill thy Breaft with Hope.
HorarIa.
Talk not of Hope ; the Wretch on yonder Plain
Who hears the Victor’s Threats, and fees his Sword
Impendmg o’erhim, feels no furer Fate,
Tho' lefs ‘delay’d than mine.—What thou’d I hope ?
That Alba conquer ?—Curft be every Thought
Which looks that Way, the Shricks of captive Matrons
Sound in my Ears l——o
VALERIA.
Forbear, forbear, HORATIA ;
Nor fright me with the Thought. Rome cannot fall,
Think of :the glorious Battles fhe has fought 5
Has the once fail'd, tho® oft expos’d. to Danger 3
And Bas not her immortal Founder promis’d
That the thould rife -the Miftrefs of the World?
HorATIA.
Andif Rome conquers, then HoraTia dies.
VALERIA.
Why wilt thou form vain Images of Horror,
- Taduftrious to be wretched2  Is is then
7 Become
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Become impofiible that Rome fhould triumph,

And CoriaTius live? He muft, he fhall;
roteting Gods fhall fpread their Shields around him,

And Love fhall combat in Hor AT1A% Caufe.

HoORATIA.
Think’ft thou fo meanly of him?— No, VALER1A,
His Soul’s too great to give me fuch a Trial 5 ;
Or could it ever come, I think, myfelf,
Thus loft in Love, thus abje¢tasI am,
I thould defpife the Slave who dar’d furvive
His Country’s Ruin, Ye immortal Powers !
I love his Fame too well, his fpotlefs Honour,
At leaft T hope I do, to with him mine
On any Terms which he muft blufh to own.
~What means that Shout?— might we not afk,

VALERYA?
Didft thou not with me to the Temple *—~Come,
T will attend thee thither ; the kind Gods
Perhaps may eafe this throbbing Heart, and fpread
At leaft a temporary Calm within,
VALERIA,

Alas, HorATIA, ’tis not to the Temple
That thou would’ft fly ; the Shout alone alarms thee,
But do not thus antjcipate thy Fate ; '
Why fhould’ft thou learn each Chance of varying War,
‘Which takes a thoufand Tums, and fhifts the Scene
From Bad to Good, as Fortune {miles or frowns?
Stay but an Hour perhaps, and thou fhalt know
The whole at once.—TI'll fend—P1l fiy myfelf
To eafe thy Doubts, and bing thee News of Joy,

HorATIA. _
Again, and nearer too—1I muft attend thee,

ﬁ} ) VALERIA;
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VALERIA. :
Hark ! 'tis thy Father’s Voice, he comes to cheer thee.
Enter HorATIUS, and VALERIUS.
HorATIvS. [entering]
News from the Camp my Child I— [ feeing VALERIA]
Save you, fweet Maid!
Your Brother brings the Tidings, for alas
T am no Warrior now; my ufelefs Age
Far from the Paths of Honour loiters here
In fluggifh Inadtivity at home.

Yet I remember
HoraTIA.
You'll forgive us, Sir,
If with Impatience we expeé the Tidings.
HoraTius,

I had forgot ; the Thoughts of what I was
Engrofs’d my whole Attention.—Pray, young Soldier,
Relate it for me; you beheld the Scene,
And can report it juftly.
VALERIUS:
Gentle Lady,
The Scene was piteaus, tho’ its end be Peace,
HerATiIA,
Peace? O my flutt’ring Heart ! by what kind Means 2
VALERIUS,
*Twere tedious, Lady, and unneceffary
To paint the Difpofition of the Ficld ;
Suffice it we were arm’d, and Front to Front
The adverfe Legions heard the Trumpet’s Sound ;
But vain was the Alarm, for motionlefs
And wrapt in Thought they ftood, the kindred Ranks
Had caught each others Eyes, nor dar’d to lift
The fault’ring Spear againt the Breaft they lov'd,
Again
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Again th’ Alarm was given, and now they feem'd
Preparing to engage, when once again
They hung their drooping Heads, and inward mourn’d,
Then nearer drew, and at the third Alarm
Cafting their Swords and ufelefs Shields afide
Rufl’d to each others Arms.
~ Horarrus:
*Twas fo, juft fe,
(Tho’ I was then a Child, yet I have heard
My Mother weeping oft relate the Story)
Soft Pity touch’d the Breafts of mighty Chiefs
Romans and Sabines, when the Matrons rufb’d
Between their meeting Armies, and appos’d
Their helplefs Infants, and their heaving Breafts
To their advancing Swords, and bade them there
Sheath all their Vengeance.—But I interrupt you,—
Proceed, VALER1US, they would hear th* Event:
~—And yet methinks the Albans—pray go on.
VALER1US.
Our King HosTiL1vus frem a rifing Mound
Beheld the tender Interview, and join’d
His friendly Tears with theirs ; then fwift advanc’d
Ev’n to the thickeft Prefs, and cried, My Friends,
If thus welove, why are we Enemies ?
Shall ftern Ambition, Rivalthip of Power,
Subdue the foft Humanity within us?
Are we not join’d by every Tie of Kindred,
" And can we find no Method to compofe
Thefe Jars of Honour, thefe nice Principles
Of Virtue, which infeft- the noble Mind?
HoraTIA.
There fpoke his Country’s Father ! this tranfcends
The Flight of Earth-born Kings, whofe low Ambition
B4 But

N
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Fut tendsito lay the Face of Nature wafte, ..o» =+ .*

And blaft Creation !—how was it receiv’d 2

VALERIUS.

As }.‘. hlmfelf could wifh, with ecager Tranfport,

In fhort, the Roman and the Alan Chiefs

In Council have determin’d, thatfince Glory

Muft have her Victims, and each rival State ™y

Afpiring to Dominion fcornsito yield,

Frem cither Army fhall be; chofe’ three Championg -

To fight the Caufe-alons, and swhate’er State
,Sha.ll prove fupcrior, there acknowledz’d Pawer -

Shall fix th’ imperial Seat, and both unite

Beneath one‘cq;nmon Head,
Horar1a:

Kind Heaven, I thank thee!

left be, the friendly Grief that touch’d their Souls !
Bleft be HosTrr1us for the generous Counfeld. /
Bleft. be the meeting Chicfs ! and bleft the Tongue,
W hich brings the gentle Tidings!

Varegia.

Now, HorATIA,
Your idle Fears are o’er. ;
% Horarra.
Yet one remains: -
Who are the Champxoﬂs, arc they yet elected 2
Has Rome—
VALERIUS.
~—The Roman Chiefs now mect in Council,
And afk the Prefence of the Sage HoraTyus,

HoraTivs, «[after having feentd fome time in Thought}
Yet ftill methinks, I like not this, to truft ‘
A 4 , The
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The Roman Caufe to fuch 2/flendéf Hazard—
Thyee Combatants ! ’tis daﬁgcraus'——v :
Horataa. - [ina Pright]
; 1 ‘My Father §
: "HorATIUS, -*
1 might perhaps prevent it
. HorATIA.
Do not,. Sir,

Oppofc the kind Decree.
VALERIUS:

Reft fatisfied,
Sweet Lady, ’tis fo folemnly agreed to, )
Not even HorATIUS's Advice can fhake it.

HoraTi1us,

And yet ’twere'well to end thefe civil Broils:
‘The neighb'ring States might take Advantage of them,
Would I were young again ! how glorious
‘Were Death in fuch a Caufe 1—and yet, who knows,
Some of my Boys may be: feleted for it—
Perhaps may conquer—grant me that, kind Gods,
And clofe my Eyes in Tranfport =~Come, VALER1Us,
Tll but difpatch fome neceffary Orders,
And ftrait attend thee.——Daughter, if thoy loveft
Thy Brothers, let thy Prayers be pourd to Heaven,
That one at leaft may fhare the glorious Tafk.!

[;Ext‘t_.

VALERIUS,
Rome cannot truft her Czufe to worthier Hands. .
They bade me greet you, Lady ; [Te HorATIA]

Well, VALERIA,
This is your Home I find; your lovely Friend
And you, T doubt not, have indulg’d ftrange Fears,
And run o'er all the horrid Scenes of War.
: VALERIA;
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- VALERIA.
Tho’ we are Women, Brother, we are Romans,
Not to befcared with Shadows, tho’ not Proof
’Ga.m& all Alarms, when real Danger threatens.
HorATIA, [with fome Hefitation.}
My Brothers, gentle Sir, you {aid were well,
Saw you their noble Friends the CurraTiz
The Truce perhaps permitted it.
VALERIUS.
Yes, Lady,
I left them jocund in your Brothers Tent,
Like Friends, whom envious Storms a-while had parted,
Joying to mect again.
HoraTiA,
Sent they no Meflage ?
VALERIUS ;
None, Fair-one, but fuch general Salutations,
As Friends would bring unbid.
HorATIA.
Said Ca1vus nothing 3
VALER1US,

’

Catus?
HorATIA.
Ay, Carus,—did he mention me?
VALERIUS,
"T'was flightly, if he did, and fcapes me noW———;
O yes, ‘I do remember, when your Brother
AfK’d him in Jeft, if he had. ought to fend,
A Sigh's foft Waftage, or the tender Token
Of Trefles breeded to fantaftic. Forms
To footh a love-fick Maid, (your Pardon, Lady,)
He fmil’d, and cry’d, Glory’s the Soldier’s Miftrefs
Ho-
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HoraTiA.
Sir, you'll excufe me—fomething of Importance—
My Father may have Bufines—O VALERIA [AfidetoV A
Talk to thy Brother, know thé fatal Truth LERIA.
T dread to hear, and let me learn to die,
IfCurraTrvus has indeed forgot me. [Exit.
VALERIUS, ;

She feems diforderd !
. . VALERIA,

Has the not juft Caufe ?
Can you adminifter the baneful Potion,
And wonder at th’ Effeét ?
VALERIUS,
You talk in Riddles!
VALERIA,
They’re Riddles, Brother, which your Heart unfolds,
Tho’ you affet Surprize. Was CURIATIUS
Indeed fo rold ? poor, fhallow Artifice,
The Trick of hopelefs Love ! I faw it plainly.
Yet what could you propofe? An Hour’s Uneafinefs
To poor HorRATIA ; for be fure by that Time
She fees him, and your deep-wrought Schemes are Air,
VALERIUS,
‘What could Ido? this Peace has ruin’d me;
While War continued, I had Gleams of Hope,
Some lucky Chance might rid me of my Rival,
And Time efface his Image in her Breaft.
But now—
VALERIA.
Yes, now you muft refolve to follow
Th’ Advice I gave you firft, and root this Paflion
Entirely from your Heart; for know fhe doats,
Ev’n to Diftraltion doats on CurIATIUS;
And
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And every Fear fhe fclt, while Danger ﬂm:aten’d,
W;ll now endear him more.
VALERIVS,
" Cruel VALER1A,
You triumph in my Pain
VALERIA.
By Heayen I do fiot,
1 only would extirpate every Thought
‘Which gives you Pain, nor leave one foolith Wifk
For Hope to dally with, - When Friends are mad,
*Tis moft unkind to humour their Diftraltion 3
Harfh Means are neceflary.
VaLErivs,
Yet we firlt
Should try the gentler:
VavrERiA® y
Did T not? ye Powers!

Did I not footh your Griefs, indulge your Fondnek;

While the leaft Profpect of Succefs remain’d ?

Did I nat prefs you ftill to urge your Suit, .

Intreat you daily to declare your Paffion,

Seek out unnumber’d Opportunities,

And Jay the Follies of my Sex before you?
VaLer1vs.

Alzs, thou know’ft, VALer1A, Woman’s Hext

Was never won by Tales of bleeding Love :

*Tis by Degrees the' fly Enchanter works

Afluming Fricndthip’s Name, and fits the Soul

For foft Impreffions, ere the faulfring Tongue,

And guilty-blufhing Cheek, with many a Glance

Shot inadvertent, tells the fecret Flame.

Vae
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Vavreria.
True, thefe ate Arts for thofe who love at leifure;
You had no Time for tedious Stratagem ;
A dang’rous Rival preft, and has fucceeded.
" Varerivs.
I own my Error—yet once mare afift me—
Nay, turn not from me; by my Soul I 'mean not
To interrupt their Loves—Yet thould fome Accidént,
>Tis not impoflible, divide their Hearts,
Imight perhaps have Hope : Therefore ’till Marriage
- Cuts off all Commerce, and confirms me wretched,
Be it thy Tafk, my Sifter, with fond Stories,
Such as our Ties of Blood may countenance,
To paint thy Brother’s Worth, his Power in Armsq
"His Favour with the King, but moft of all
‘That certain Tendernefs of Soul which fteals
All Womens hearts, then mention many a Fair,
No matter whom, that fighs to call you Sifter.
VALERIA.
Well, well, away— Yet tell me, ere you go;
How did this Lover talk of his HorATIA?
VALEer1US.
Why will you mention the ungrateful Subje&?
‘Think what you’ve heard me breathe a thoufand Times
‘When my whole Soul diffolv’d in Tendernefs ;
*T'was Rapture all ; what Lovers only feel,
Or can exprefs when felt. He had been here,
But fudden Orders from their Camp detain’d him;
Farewel, HoRATIUS waits me—but remember,
My Life, nay more than Life, dependsonyeu.  [Exis.

Vh._-
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VaLERIA.
Poor Yetith ! he knows not how I feel his Anguifh,
Yet dare not feem to pity whatI feel. . ax

How fhall I aét betwixt this Friend and Brother 2

Should fhe fufpe&t his Paflion, fhe may doubt

My Friendfhip too; and yet to tell it her

Were to betray his Caufe. No, let my Heart

‘With the fame blamelefs Caution #ill proceed,

"To each inclining moft as moft diftreft,

Be juft to both, and leave to Heaven the reft ! [Exit.

e

ACT
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ACT IL

SCENE L

Scene continues.
Enter HoraTia and VALERIA,

‘HoRATIA.
LAS, how eafily do we admit
. The Thing we wifh were true ! yet fure, VALERIAs
This feeming Negligence of CURIATIUS
Betrays a fecret Coldnefs at the Heart.
May not long Abfence, or the Charms of War =
Have damp'd, at leaft, if not effac’d his Paffi on g
T know not what to think.
VALERIA.
‘Think, my HORATIA,
That yow're a Lover, and have lern’d the Aft
To raife vain Scruples, and torment yourfelf
With efery diftant Hint of fancied IIl.
Your CurraTius flill remains the fame.
My Brother idly trifled with your Paflion,
Or might perhaps unheedingly relate
What you too nearly feel. But fee, your Father.
- He-
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HorATIA,
He. feems. tranfported ; fure fome happy News
Has brought him back thus early: O my Heart !
1 long, yet dread to afk him ; fpeak, VALERIA.
Enter HorATIUS, -
" VALERIA.
You're foon return’d, my Lord.-
HoraTivus.
Return’d, VALERIA!
My Life, my Youth’s return’d, I treadin Air.
—~1I cannot fpeak; ‘my Joy’s too great for Utterance.
—O I cow’d weepl—my Sons, my Sons are chofen
Their Country’s Combatants, not one,. but all,
HoraTzaA.
My Brothers faid you, Sir ? 5 .
. HoxraTius,
- All three, my Child,
All three are Champions in the Caufe of Rome,
Q happy State of Fathers! thus to feel
New Warmth revive, and fprmgmg Life renew'd:
Fvenon ‘the Margin of the Grave !
VaLe R‘IA-
"The Time
Of Com(bat, is it fix'd 3
HonA'rxus.
“This Day, this Hour
Perhaps decides our Doom. y
VAL ERIA,
«. 0 Aad is it kx;pwn
With whom they muft -engage ?
- HorATIUS.
Not yet, Vuum ;
But withImpatience we expect each Moment
The
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The Refolutions of the /Ilzmn Senate

And foon may they axrn & that ere we qmt
Yon hoftile Ficld, the Chxefs who dared “oppofe
i Rome’s ifing Glories, | may "with Shame confefs
“The Gods proteét the Empire they have rais'd.

Where are thy Smiles, HoraT14 ? whence proceeds
Thxs fullen Silence, when my thronging Joys

Vant Words to fpeak them ? Prithee, talk of ‘Empxre,
Talk of thofe Darlings of my Soul thy Brothers.

Call them whate’er wild F ancy can fuogeﬂ
Their Country s Pnde, the Boaft of future Times,
The dcar Defence, the guardxan Gods'of Rome !

By Heaven thou ftand’ft unmov’d, nor feels thy Breaft
The Charms of Glery, the extatic Warmth -
Which beams new Life, and lifts_us nearer Heaven !

HoraTIA.

My gracious Father, with Surprize and Tranfport.
I heard the Tidings, as becomes your Daughter.
And like your Daughter, were our Sex allow?d
The noble Privilege which Man tfurps,

Could die with Pleafure in my Costitsy’s Caufe.
But yet permit a Sifter’s Weaknefs, Sir,

To feel the Pangs of Nature, and to dread"

The Fate of thofe Ihe loves, however glonou:.
And fure they cannot ajt furvive a’ Conflit

So deff pcrate as this.

SRR |

2

Hoxarivs, ‘ .
Survive! by Heaven_ :
T could not hope that they fhould all furvive. X
ho, let them fall ; if from thélr glorious Deiths "
Rome’s Freedom fpring, 1 fball be nobly paid
For every fharpeft Pang the Parent feels. -
Had I a thoufand Sons, in fuch 2 Caufe
c T could
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1 could behold them bleeding at my Feet,
‘And thank the Gods with Tears !
Entér PusrLivs HoraTius
PusL1vus.
My Father ! [Offering to becl,
HoraTius. ’
Hence !
Kircel not-to me—ftand off ; and let' me view
At Diftance, and with reverential Awe,
“FThe Champion of my Country I O, my Boy,
That I fhould live to this—emy Soul’s too full ;
Let this and this fpeak for me.—Blefs thee, blefs thee !
[Embracing hin,
But whercfore art thou abfent from the Camp ?
‘Where are thy Brothers ? has the Alban State
Determin’d? is the Time of Combat fix'd?
’ PusL1vus.
*hink not, my Lord, that filial Reverence,
However due, had drawn me from the Field,
Where nobler Duty calls: a Patriot’s Soul,
Can feel no humbler Ties, nor knows the Voice
Of Kindred, when his Country claims his Aid.
Tt was the King’s Command I fhould attend you,
Elfe had I ftaid *till Wireaths immortal grac’d
My Brows, and made thee proud indeed to fee
Beneath thy Roof, and bending for thy Blefling,
Not thine, HorAT1Us, but the Son of Rome £
HoraTIUS.
O virtuous Pride tis Blifs too. exquifite
For human Senfe ! —thus, let ‘me anfwer thee,
[ Embracing bim again

~Where are m).r other Boys ?
Pusz-
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Pustivus.
. They only wait
ST Auas loxt’nng Chiefs declare her Champions,
Our future Victims; Sirj and with the News
will greet their Father’s Ear.
HorATivs:
1t fhall not heed;
Myfelf will to the Field: Come, let us hafte ;
My old Blood beils; and my tumultuous Spirits
Pant for the Onfet. O for éne fhort Hour
Of vigorous Youth; that I might fhare the Tofl
Now with ny Boys, and be the next my laft |
_ HoraT1a,
My Brother ! :
> PuBrive
y HorAT1A ] ere the Dews
Of Evenmg fall thou fhalt with Tranfport own me 3
Shalt hold thy Country’s Saviour in thy Arms, .
Or bathe his honeft Bier with Tears of Joy.
Thy Lovet greetsthee, and complains of Abfenes,
‘With many 2.Sigh, and many a longing Look
Sent tow’rd the Towers of Rome.
HorATIA.
. Methinks, a Lover
Ml'ght take th’Advantage of the Truce, ‘and bear
His kind Complaints himfelf, not truft his Vows
To other Tongties, or be oblig’d to tell
The paffing Winds his Paffion.
Pusrivs,
- Deareft Sifter,
He with Impatience waits the lucky Motnent.
That may with Henour bear him your Armis.
Ca Didz
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" Didft thou but hear how ter
How blames the dull Dclay of Alban Councils,
And chides the ling’ring Minutes as they pafs,”
>Till Fate determines,. arid the tedious Chiefs
Permit his Abfence, thou woud’ft pity him.
But foon, my Sifter, foon fhall every Bar
Which thyarts thy Happinefs be far away.
We are no: longer Enemies to Alba,
"This Day unites us, and to-morrow’s Sun
May hear thy.Vows, and make my Friend my Brother.
HoraTivs. [Having talked apartwith- VALERIA,
Tis truly Roman——Here’s a Maid, HoraTiA;
Laments her Brother loft:the glorious Proof
Of dying for his Country. Come, my Son,
Her Softnefs will infe€t thee; prithee, leave her.
] HoraATIA. [ Looking firft on ber Father, and
' then tenderly on ber Brother.
Not ’till my Soul has pourd its Withes for him.
Hear me, dread God of War, -proteét and fave him !
[ Knecling.

By

For thee, and thy okl R e fights !

Dath the proud Spear from every'hoftile Hand

‘That dares oppofe him; -may each ‘Alban Chief

Fly from:his Prefence, ‘or his Vengeance feel |

* And when in Triumph he returns ‘to Rome, {R; f ng

Hail himgye Maids, ‘with gratefil Songs of Praife,

And featter all the blooming Spring before him.

Curs'd be the envious Brow that {iniles not then,

Curs’d be the Wretch that'wears'one Mark of Sorrow,

Or flies not thus'with> opéa Arm: to grect him,

Enter TULL«J:*HstTx'mﬁs,'VAL EXIUS, qud Guards, |
5 23 VALERIUS,

Thc'limg, my Lord appreachcs.
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HoraTIiUs,
Gracions Sir,
Vhence comes this Condefcenfion ? 3
Turrus HosriLius.
Good old Man
Could I have found a nobler Meffenger,
1 would have fpared myfelf th’ ungrateful Tafk r
Of this Day’s Embafly, for muchI fear
My News will want a Welcome.
HoraTivus. |
Mighty King !
They have not fure
My Sons,

Forgivean old Man’s Warmth.

Made choice of other Cambatants,

Muft they not fight for Rome 2

' TurLus HostiL1us,
‘Too fure they muft.

Horarjus. '

Then I am bleft{ ! b)

TusrLus. HosTiLivus.,

But that they muft engage

“Will hurt thee moft, when thou fhalt know with whom#

HorAT1us,

3

1 care not whom.

Turivs Hosvivrius.

Suppofe your neareft Friends
The Curiatii were the Alban Choice,
Could you bearthat ? Could you, young Man, fupppr.t .
A Confli& there?

PueLrrus,
1 could perform my Duty, ~ T
Great Sir, tho’ even a Brother fhould oppofe me.

v C3 K TuLLys

e

v B -

213
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Tyirrus HosrtiLius. :
Thou art'a Romian ! Let thy King embrace thee.
‘ Horarivs.
And let thy Father catch thee from his Arms.
Tuervs Hostivivs,  [T0 PusrLrys,
Know then that T rial muf} be thine, “The Altans
With Envy faw one F amlIy produce
“Ttree Chiefs, to whom their Country dared entruft

The RamanCm_lﬁ-,y and fcorn’d to be outdone. %
HoraTIA. &
“Then I am loft indeed ; was it for this,
For this, I prayd! [Swoers
Pusr1us. hradtieds
My Sifter! §
o5 VALERIA.
My Horatial
HORA’I‘IUS

O foolith Girl, to thame thy Father thus 1
Here, bear her mxf——-I am concern’d, my Sovereign,
That éven the meanet Part of ‘me fhould blaft ;
With impious Grief a Caufe of fo much Glory.
But let the Virtue of my Boy excufe it.
* TurLus HostiLivus.
It docs moft amply. She has Caufe for Sorrow.
The Shock was fudden, and might well alarm
A firmer Bofom. 'The weak Sex demand ~
Qur Pity, not pur Anger ; their foft Breafts
Are nearer touch’d and more expos’d to Sorrows
Than Man’s cxpcrtcr Senfe.” ‘Nor let us blame
That. Tendcrncfs which fmooths our rougher Naturcs,
And

+ HoraT1A is carried in, VALERIUS and YV ALERLA follew.
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And foftens all the Joys of focial Life.
We leave her to her Tears.  For you, young Soldier,
You muft prepaze for Combat.  Some few Hours
Are all that are allow’d you.  But I charge you
“Try well your Heart, and ftrengthen every. Thought
Of Patriot in you. Think how dreadful ’tis
‘To plant a Dagger in the Breaft you love;
To fpurn the Ties of Nature, and forget
1n one fhort Hour whole Years of virtuous Friendthip.
Think well on that,

PusLivs,

Ido, my gracious Sovereign ;
And think the more I dare fubdue Affection
‘The more my Glory. "
Turrus HostiLivs:
True; but yet confider,

Is it an eafy Tatk to change Affections ?
In the dread Onfet can your meeting Eyes i
Forget their ufual Intercourfe, and wear
At once the Frown of War, and ftern Defiance?
‘Will not cach Look recall the fond Remembrance
Of Childhood paft, when the whole open Soul
Breath’d cordial Love, and plighted many 2 Vow
Of tend’reft import ? Think on that, young Soldier,
And tell me if thy Breaft be fill unmov'd 2

Pusryus, .
Think not, O King, howe’er refoly’d on Combat,
Iit fo loofely to the Bonds of Nature,
As not to feel their Force, Ifeelit ftrongly. Rafoeh
1 love the Curiatii, and would ferve them
AtLife’s Expence : But here 2 nobler Caufe
Demands my Sword : For all Conneétions clfe,
All private Duties are fubordinate

C4 Te
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To what we owe the Public, Pamal Ties
Of Son, and Father, Hufband, Friend, or Brotber,
Owe their En_]oyments to the public Safety,
And without that were vain.—Nor need we, Siry
Caft off Humanity, and to be Heroes
Ceafe to be Men.  As in our earlicit Days,
While yet we learn’d the Exercife of War,
We flrove together, not as Enemies,
Yet confcious each of his peculiar Worth,
And feorning each to yield 3 fo will we now
Engage with ardent not with hoftil¢ Minds,
Not fired withr Rage; but emulous of Fame,
Turrus HosTIvL1vus,
Now I dare truft thee; go, and teach thy. Brothers
To think like thee, and Congueft is; your own.
This is true Coumge, not the brutal Force
Of vulgar Hcroes, but the ﬁrm Refolve
Of Virtue, and of Reafon, He who thinks
Without their Aid to fhine in Deeds of Arms,
Builds on a‘fandy Bafis his Renown;
A Dream, a Vapour, or an Aguc Fit
May make a Coward of him.—Come, HoraT1US,
Thy other Sons (hall mect thee at the Camp,
For now 1 do bethink me "tis not, fit
"They fhould behold their Sifter thus alarm’d.
Hafte, Soldier, and detain them. [T% one af the Guara’:
] Horarivs.
* Gracious Sir,
We'll follow on the inftant,
Turius HesTiLivus,
Then Farewel.
When next we meety ’tis Ryme and Liberty !
? [Exit awith Grayas.
. Ho-
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HorAT1US.
Come, let me arm thee for the glorions Toil: 7
I have a Sword whofe Light'ning oft has blaz’d 14
Dreadfully fatal'on. my Country’s Foes ; , -
‘Whofc temper’d Edge has cleft their haughty, Crefts, y

And ftain’d with Life-blood many a reeking Plain.
This thale thou hear ; myfelf will gird it on,
And lead thee forth to Death or Viétory. [Going.
——And yet, my Posrius; fhall I own a Weaknels
Tho’ I deteft the Caufe from whence they fpring, .
1 feel thy Sifter’s Sorrows like 2 Father,
She was my Soul’s delight.
PusLius,
And may remain fo.

This fudden Shock has but alarm’d her Virtue, - ° 4
Not quite fubdued its Force. Atleaft, my Father,
‘Time’s lehient Hand will teach her to endure
The ills of Chance, and Reafon conquer Love.

+ HoraT1us.
Should we got feeher 2. * - T sl

Pusrivs.

By no means, my Lord; w1
You heard the King’s Comimand about my Brothers,
And we haye Hearts as tender fure as they.
Might I advife, you fhould confine her clofely,
Left fhe infe&t the Matrons with her Grief,
And bring a Stain we fhould not with to fix

On the Horatian Name,
HorAT1vUs.
It {hall be fo.
Well think no more of her,  *Tis Glory calls, $
And humbler Paffions beat Alarnis in  vain. fExipy

i HoraTivs gees off; HoRATIA enters at ancther Door,
¢ Ho-
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-

HorATIA: :

Where is my Brother >—O my deareft PunL1vs,
If €er you lovd HorAT1A, ever felt
“That Tendernefs whichyou have fecm’d t6 feel,
O hear her now!

Pusrius.

« What would’ft thou, my Ho&a:ru\ 2

HoraTial
I know not what I would—Fm on the Rack,
Defpair and Madnefs tear my lab’ring Soul.
~~And yet, my Brother, fure you might relieve me,

Pusrius.
How, by what means ? By Heaven, I'd die to do it,
il . HorATIA.
You might decline the Combat.
PusLivs.
Ha!
HorATIA.

I do not
Expe@ it from thee. Prithee look more kindly,
—And yet, is the Requeft fo very hard ?
1 only afk theeinot to plunge thy Sword
Into the Breaft thott lov’#t, not kill thy Friend,
Is that fo hard ?—I might have faid thy-Brother.
Pusrivs.’

‘What canft thou mean? Beware, beware, HoRATIA.
Thou know’ft I dearly love thee, nay thouknow’(t
1 love the Man with whom I muft engage.
Yet haft thou faintly read thy Brother’s Soul,

f thou can’ft think Entreaties have the Power,
Tho’ urg’d with all the Tendernefs of Tears,
Fo fhake his fett{ed Purpofe: They may make

; My
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My Tafk more hard, and my Soul bleed wnthul me,
But cannot touch my Virtue. N
HoraTiA.
*T'is not Virtue
Which contradié&ts our Nature, ’tis the Rage
Of over-weening Pride. Has Rome no Champions
She could oppofe butyou? Are there not thoufands
As warm in Glory, and as tried in Arms,
Who might without a Crime afpire to Conquett,
Or die with honeft Fame?
PunLIvS.
Away, ‘Llway;
"Talk to thy Lover thus. But ’ti3 not Carus
Thou would’ft have infamous.
HoraTiA.
O killme not
With fuch unkind Reproaches. Yes, I own

I love himy more—
PusLius.

Than a chafte Roman Maid

Should dare confefs.
HorATiA.

Should dare! What means my Brother ?
T had my Father’s Sanion on my Love,
And Duty taught me firft to feel it’s Power.
~—Should dare confefs I—is that the dreadful Crime ?
Alas but fpare him, fpare thy Friend, HorAaT1vs,
And I will caft him from my Breaft for ever.
Will that oblige the¢ ?—only let him die
By other Hands, and I will learn to hate him.

Pusrivs.

Why wilt thou talk thus madly ? Love him {ill :
And if we fall the Vi&tims of our Country
(\Vh,ch Heaven avert ’) wed, and L enjoy him fr;cl;

q
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%

HoraTia.
O never, never. What, my Country’s Bane { i
“The Murderér of my Brothers! may the Gods
Firft tear me, blaft me,' fcatter me on Winds,
And pour out each unhcard-of Vengeanceon me#
Pusyrius.
Do not torment thyfelf thus idly—Go,
Compo{c thyfelf, and be again my Sifter.
Re-enter HonAT!us {with the Sword}
HorATIuS:. |
This Sword in P2ii"s Field—What doft thou hcm 1
. Leave him I charge thee, Girl—Come come, my PuBL1US,
Let’s hafte where Duty calks.
HoraATra.
What, 'to the Field ?
He muft not, fhall ‘not go; here will I hang—
‘O if you have not quite caft off Affection,
If you deteft not your diftraded Sifter—
HorAT1Us.
Shalvie of thy Race, ‘why doft thou hang upon him
‘Would'ft thou entail eternal Infamy .
On him, on me, on ali?’

£

HorATIA.
Indced I'wouyld rot.
I know ] afk Impofhibilities ;
Yet pity me, my Father!
: Pusryvus.
Pity thee?
Begone, fond Wretch, nor urge my Temper thus,
By Heaven IHove thee as a Brother ought.
Then hear my laft Refolve ; if Fate, averfe
‘To Romeyand us, determine my Deftru&ion,
I charge thee wed thy Lover; he will then

2 ! Deferve
'“;



Defetve thee nobly: Or if kinder’ Gods

Propitious hear the Prayers of fuppliant Rom,

And he fhould fall by me, I then gxpc& .

No weak Upbraidings for a Lover’s Death,

But fuch Returns as fhall become thy Birth,

A Sifter’s Thanks for having fav’d her Country. [Exic.
HoraTIA.

Yet {’tay-—~Yet hear me, PuBL1us—DBut one Word—
HorATIUS.

Let go thy kold, rath Girl,. thou™/’t tempt thy Fathez

To do an Outrage might perhaps diftraét him.—
HoraATIA.

Alas, forgive me, Sir—I’m very wretched,

Indeed [am—Yet I will firive to ftop

‘This fwelling Grief, and bear it like your Daughter

Do but forgive me, Sir.

v
v

r

b 0
HoraTi1vUs,

1 do, 1do——
Go in, my Child, the Gods may find 2 Way.
To make thee happy yet. ~But on thy Duty, *
‘Whate’er Reports may reach, or Fears alarm thee,
1 chairgc thee come not to the Field.
HorATIA.
I will not,
Ifyou command it, Sir. But will you then,
As far as cruel Honor may permit,
Remember that your poor Hor aT14’s Life
Hangs on this dreadful Conteft ?
HorATi1us,.
Lead her in,
[Exit HORATIA,

Ho-
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HoraTxuss [ Looking dfter Fep.

Spite of my boafted Strength, her Griefs unman me.
—But let her from sy Thoughts. The Pattiot’s Breaft
No Hopes, no Fears, but for his Country knows,

And in her Danger Jofes private Wdcs. [Exb

Tbe END qf the Second At

ACT



ACT I,

SCENE L
Scene continues.
Vavrerius ‘and VALERIA meeting.

VALERIUS.
OW, my VALERIA, where’s the charming fhs
That calls me to her # with a Lover’s Haftg
I fly to execute the dear Command.
. VALERIA.
*Tis not the Idover, but the Friend thé wants,
If thou dar'ft own that Name.
+ VALERTUS,
‘The Friend, my Sifter §
"I"here’s more than Friendthip in.a Lover's Breaft,
More warin, more tender is the Flame he feels ww
VALERIA.
Alas, thefe Raptures fuit not her Diflrefs, 1
She fecks th’ indulgent Friend, whofe' fober Senfe
Free from the Mifts of Paffion might dire&t.
Her jarring Thoughts,: and plead her doubtful Caufe,
-~ VALERIUS.
Am I that Friend? O did the turn her Thought
On me for that kind Office ?
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VALERTA. e
5 S Jok «Yes, VALERIUS.
She chofe c you out to bc her Advocate
To CURIATIUS ; 3 ’tis the only Hope
She now dares cherifh ; her relentlefs Brother
With Scorn re)e&s herTears, her Father flies her,
And only you remain to footh her Cares,
And fave her ere fhe finks.
VALERIUS,
Her Advocate
To CuriaTius!
VALERIUS ;
* *Tis to him fhe fends you,
To urge her Suit, and win bim from the Field.
Buf come ; hier Sorrows will more ftrongly plead ’
“Than all my Gricf ‘can utter.
VaLEer1Us.
To my Rival!
To CuriATIUS plead her Caufe, and tefch .
My Tongue a Leffon which my Heart abhors !
Impofible ! VALERTIA, prithee fay
Thou &aw’ft menot; the Bufinefs of the Camp
Confin’d méthere 3 Farewsl. = "1 [Gaing.
- VALERIA.
‘What "'means my Brother ?
You cannot ledve her now; for fhametiirn back ;
Is this the Virtue'of '3 Rman Youth? "
O by thefe Tears!’ /
. J VALERIUS,
* They. flow in vain, VALERIA :
Nay, and thowknoweft they do. 0 Earth and Heaven!
This

.

T §

.
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This Combat was the Means my happier Stars
Found out, to fave me on the Brink of Ruin s
And can I plead againtt it, turn Affaflin
On my own Life? ‘ A
VALERIA.
Yet thou can’ft murder her
Thou doft pretend to love ; away, Deceiver;
I’ll feek fome worthier Meflenger to plead
In Beauty’s Caufe ; but firft inform HoxaTia,
How much VALERIUs is the Friend the thought him.
: ; {Going:
‘VALERIUS.
O Heav’ns ! ftay, Sifter; *tis an arduous Tafk.
VALERIA,
1 know the Tafk is hard, and thought I knew
Thy Virtue too, 5
VALERIUS,
s I muft, T will obey thee.
Lead on.——Yet, prithee, for a Moment leave me,
*Till I can recolle& my featter’d Thoughis;
And dare to be unhappy.
VALERIA.
My Vareraus!
1 fly to tell her you but wait her Pleafure. [Exit,
VALERIUS.
Yes, I will undertakethis hateful Office ;
It never can fucceed. — Yet at this Inflant
It may be dangerous, while the People melt
With fond Compaffion—Ng, it cannot be;
His Reflution’s fix’d; and virtuous Pride
Forbids anAlteration. - Toattempt it
Makes her my Friend, | and may afford hereafter
b A
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A thoufand tender Hours to move my Suit.
"That Hope determings all.

[Exit.

sC EN E," Another dpartment.

HORAT!A andVALEp.u HoraTia witha Starf

in ber Hand

{HORATIA,
Where is thy Brother ! Wherefore ftays he thus ?
Did you conjure him; didhe fay he’d come ¢
I have no Brothers now, and fly to him
As my laft Refuge. Did he feem averfe
To thy Intreaties 2 Are all Brothers fo !

Alas, thou told’ft me he fpake kindly to thee 3
*Tis me, ’tts me he thuns; I.am the Wretch
Whom Virtue dares not make Acquaintance with.

Yet fly to: him again; intreat him hither,

Tell him for thySakeito have Pity on me,
Thou art no Encmy to Rome, thou haft
No Alban Hufband to claim half thy Tears,
And make Humanity a Crime.
VALERIA,
Dear Maid,
Reftrain your Scrrows, I've already told you
My Brother will with Tranfport execute
Whatever you' command.
‘ HorATiyA.
: O wherefore then
Ts he away ? each Moment now is precious,
If loft, *tis Ioft for ever, and if gain’d,

Long
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Long Scenes of lafting Peace, and {miling Years
Of Happinefs unhop’d-for wait upon HA
VALERIA.
I will again go feckhim ; pray be calm;
Succefs is thine if it depends on him.
HoraTiA.:
Succefs! alas, perhaps ev’n now too late:
1 labour to preferve him ; the dread Arm
Of Vengeance is alréady ftretch’d againft him,
And he muft fall.  Yet let me ﬁnve to fave him,
Yes, thou dear Pledge, deﬁgn’d for happier Hours,
: [To the Scarf-
The Gift of nuptial Love, thou fhalt at leaft
Effay thy Power.
Oft as I fram’d the Web,
He fate befide me, and would fay in Sport, e
This Prefent, which thy Love defigns for me,
Shall be the future Bond of Peace betwixt us.
By this we'll fwear a lafting Love, by this,
Thro’ the fweet Round of all our Days to come,
Afk what thou wilt, and CURIATIUS grants it.
O I fhall try thee nearly now, dear Youth;
Glory and I are Rivals for thy Heart,
And one muft conquer. -
Enter VALER1Us and VALERIA,
‘'VALERIUS.
Save you, gracious Lady;
On the firft Meflage which my Sifter fent me
I had been here, but was oblig’d by Office,
Ere to their Champions each refign’d her Charge,
To ratify the League "twixt Rome and Aiba.

)

[Exite

D2 Ho-
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HORATIA.
Are they engag’d then ?
V'Aunbs
No, not yet engag’d s
Soft Pity for a while fufpends the Onfet ;
The Sight of near Relations, 2 rm’d in Fight
Againft each othier, touch’d the Gazers Hearts ;
And Senators on each Side Have propos’d i
To change the Combatants.
HorRATIA.
My Bleffings on them!
Think you they wx]l fucceed ?
" VALER1US. .
The Chiefs thendelves
Are refolute to’ fight.
Ho‘RA'l: 1A,
Infatiate Virtue !
I muft not to the Field ; I am confin’d
A Prifoner here 3 or fure thefe Tears would move
Their flinty Breafts.—Is CuRIATIUS foo
Refolv’d on Dcath ?—O Sir, forgivea ‘Maid,
Who dafes in fpite of Modefty confefs
Too foft a Paffion. ~ Will you pardon me,
If I intreat you to the Field again
An humble Suitor from the verieft Wretch,
"That ever knew Diftrefs.
. VALERIVS.
Dear Lady fpeak ;
What would you I fhould do?
HoraATiA.
O bear this to hime
VALERIUS,
To whom?
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HorAaTi4,
To CUurRrATIUs bear this Scarf;
And tell him if he ever truly lovd; . - Ry o
3F all the Vows he breath’d were not falfe Lures
“To catch th’ unwary Mind,——and fure they were not!
O tell him nowhe may with Hopour ceafe
To urge his cruel Right ; the Senators
Of Rome and. Alba will approve fuch Mildnefs.
“Tell him his Wife, if he will own that Nane,
Intreats him from the Field ; his loft HoraTrA
Begs on her trembling Knees he would not tempt
A certain Fate, and murder her he lqvc;.
Tell him if he confents, fhe fondly fwears
By every God the varying Weorld adores,
By this dear Pledge of vow’d Affe@tion fwears,
To know no Brathers and no Sire but him
With him, if Honour’s harfh Commands requirg ;it,
She'll wander forth, and feek fome diftant Home,
Nor ever think of Rame or Alba.more.
VALERIA
Well, well, he will 3 do not torment thyfelf, 3
Horat1a. [Catching hold of the Scarf,. which
JSbe looked upon attentively while Valeria fpoke.
Look here, VALER¥A, where my Needle’s Art
Has drawn a Sabine Virgin, drown’d in Tears " G
For her loft Country, and forfaken Friends ;
‘While by her Sids the youthful Ravifher
Looks ardent Love, and charms her Griefs away.
Tam that Maid diftre’d, djvided fo
?Twixt Love and Duty,——But \:why_ rave I thus !
Hafte, hafte, to Cur1aT1US; and yet flay, -
Sure I had fomething moze to Iay'm himg;
I know not what it was. i

ST
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VALERTES.
g e Could T, fweet Lady,
But paint your Grief with half the Force I feel'it;
I nced but tell it him) “and he'muft yield.”
- HoraTra.
It may be fo. Stay, ftay, befure you tcll him,
If he reje&ts my Suit, no Power on' Earth :
Shall force me to his Arms; 1 will devnfe
Il die and be revengd! '
: ‘VALERIA.
Away, my Brother ;
But oh for Pity, do your Office juftly ;[ 4fide tsV ALER1US,
Let not your Paffion ‘blind your Reafon now,’
But urge her Caufe with ‘Ardor. 2

VALER1US.
BY my Soul
1 will VALER1A § her Diftrefs'alarms me;
And I have now no Intereft but hers. [Exit,
VALFRIA. .

Come, deareft Maid, indulge not thus your § Sorro“s t
Hope fmiles agam, "and the fad Profpeét cléars.
Wihio knaws th’Effe@ “your Meflage may produce,
The milder Scnators ere this perhaps )
Have mov'd your Lover’s Mmd :md if he doubts,
He’s yours, °

H'oxATIA

He’s gone.—1 had a thoufand Things s

And yet I'm glad he’s gone Thmk you, VALERIA,
Your Brother will delay ? they may engage
Before he reaches them.

VALERIA.

The Field’s o near,
That a few Minutes bring him to the Place :
And *tis not probable the Senators
So foon fhould yield a Caufe of fo much Juftice.
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HoORATIA.
Alzs, they fhould have thought on that before,
*Tis now too late, The Lion when he’s rous’d
Muft have his Prey, whofe Den we might have paft
In Safety while he flept. To draw the Sword,
And fire the youthful Warrior’s Breaft to Afms
With aweful Vifions of immortal Fame, '
And then to bid him fheath it, and forget
He ever hop’d for Conqueft and Renown ;
Vain, vain Attempt ! i
VALERIA.
Yet when that juft Attempt
Is feconded by Leve, arid Beauty’s Tears
Lend their foft Aid to melt the Hero down ;
‘What may we not expect ¢ ;
HorAT1A,
My dear VALERIA,
Fain wou’d T hope I had the Power to move him.
VALERIA.
You have, you muft; Succefs is yours already.
HorATiA,
And yet thould I fucceed, the hard-gain’d Strife
May chance to rob me of my future Peace.
He may not always with the Eyes of Love -
Look on that Fondnes which has ftab’d his Fame,
He may regret too late the Sacrifice
He made to Love, and a fond Weman’s Weaknefs ;
And think the milder Joys of focial Life '
But ill repay him for the mighty Lofs
Of Patriot-reputation !
VALERIA,
i Py forbear,
And fearch not thusinto eventful Time ‘
D4 For
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For llls to come. This fatal* Temper, Fnend
Alive to feel, and curious to: explore:

Each diftant Objet of refin’d Diftrefs,

Shuts out all Mezans of . Happinefs, norleaves.it !

In Fortune’s, Power to faye you’ from Deftruttion. -1

Like fome dlﬁemper’d Wretch, your wayward Mind
Rejcéts all Nourifhment, or turns to Gall

The very Balm that thould relieve its Anguith;
He will admire thy Love, whith could petfwade him
To give up Glory for the milder Triumph
Of heart-felt Eafe and foft. Humaniy.
T . HoraTiA.
I fain would hope fo. Yet we hear not of him,
Your Brother, much I fear, has fued in vain.
Could we not fend to urge his flow. Exprefs?
This dread Uncertainty ! I Jong to kijow
My Life o Death at. once.
§ VaLERIA,
. The Wings of Lovye
Cannot fly fafter than my Brother’s Zea)
‘Wil bear him for your Service.
HorATiA.
I believe it,
Yet doubt it too. . My fickly Mind unites
Strange Contradictons.
VALERIA,

Shall I to the Walls?
T may from ‘thenice with Eafe furvey the Field,
And can difpatch a2 Meflenger each Moment
Totell thee zli goes well.

Hoxartia,
2 My beft VALERIA !

Fiy then. T know thy Heartis there already.
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Thou art 2 Roman Maid, and tho® thy Friendthip
Detains thee hert with one who fearce deferves
That facred Name, art anxious for thy Count.ry
But yet for Charity think kindly of me ;
For thou fhalt find by the Event, VALERIA,
I am a Roman t00, however wretched,
[Bxit VALERIA,
Am 1a Romau then? Ye Powers, I dare uot
Refolve the fatal Queftion I propofe.
If dying would fuffice, I were 2 Roman ;
But to ftand up againt this Storm of Paffions ~
Tranfcends a Woman’s Weaknefs. - Hark, what Noife!.<
’Tis News from CurraTrus; Love, I thank thee !
Enter a Servant
Well, does he yield ? diftract me not with-Silence:
Say in one Word.———
- SERVANT,
Your Father——
HoraTia,

What of him ?
Would he not let him yield? O cruel Father!

SEryanT,
Madam, he’s hergmar—1
HoRraTza,
Who !
SERVANT.
Borne by his Attendans,
. HorarTia.
What mean’tt thou?
HoraT1vs is din by b5 Servams.
HoraTivus,
Lead me yet alxtdc onward ;
I ﬂlall recover flraight,

Hora«
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T+ HorAaT1Aa.
My gracious’ Sire!
HoraTiIUsS.
Lend me thy Arm, HokaTra.—So—my Child,
Be not furpriz’d ; -an'old Man muft expeét
Thefelittle Shocks of Nature, they are Hints -
Towamnus of our End.
Horaria. -~
" How are ypu, Sir?
HoraTivs, =
Better, much better. | My frail Body could not
Supportthe fwelling Tumult of my Soul.

¢ | HORATIA.'
No AccidentI hope alarm'd you, er,
‘\/Iy Brothm
Horarivs,
5 Here, go to the Field again,

You CauTus and Vanpicius ; and obferve
Each Circumﬂ-ance I fhall be glad to hear
The manner of the Flght

HbRA TIA,

Are they engag’d?

HORA TIUS,
Theyare, HorAT1A; but firftlet methank thee [ Duringthis
F or ftaying from the Field ; I would have feen fi;’t‘b “f;:;
“The Fight myfelf but th1§ unlud{y Tlinefs 5 Papfr 10
Has forc’d me to retire.” Where Is thyF riend? HorATIA,
What Paper’s that ? Why'doft thou tremble fo.l
Here let me open it. -—From CuriAaTIUS | A

HORATIA :

O keep me not in this Sufpence, my Father;
Religve me from the Rack,

Ho<
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HorATIUS.
He tells thee here,
He dare not do an Action that would make him
Unworthy of thy Love, and thcrefoxe—
HORATIA
"Dics !
Well, 1am fatisfied.
3 rol HoraTius.
I fee by this ’
Thou haft endeavour’d to perfuade thy Lover
To quit the Combat. Could’ft thou think, HorATIA,
He'd facnﬁce his Country to a. ‘/Voman 2
HoraTiA.
Tknow not what I thought;; he proves too pla.mly
‘Whate’er it was, I was deccxv’d in hxm
Whom I apphed to
4 HoraTius.
Do not think fo, Daughter ;
Could he with-Honour haiic ‘declin’d the Fight,
I thould myfclf have join'd in ‘thy Requeft,
And forcd him from the Field. But think, my Chl]d
Had he confcntcd and had A%a’s Caufe,
Supported by another Arm, becn baffled,
What then could’ft thou expet? 'Would he not curfe
His foolith Love, and hate thee for thy Fondnefs
Nay think, perhaps, *twas Artifice in thee
To aggrandize thy Race, and lift focir Fame
Triumphant o’er his Ruin and his Country’s,
Think well on that, and Reafon muft convince thes
. © HoraTid. [Wildy.
Alas, had Reafon ever yet the Power :
To talk down Grief, or bid the torturd Wretch
Not feel his Anguifh ? *tis impoffible.
I Could
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Could Reafon govern, I fhould now rejoice
‘They were engag’d, ' and count the tedious Moments
*Till Conqueft fmil’d, and Reme again was free.
Could Reafon govern, Ithauld beg of Heaven
To guide my Brather’s Sward, and plunge it deep
Ev’nin the Bofom of the Man I love.
1 fhould forget he ever von my Soul ;
Forget "twas your Command that bade me love him ;
Nay fly perhaps to yon detefted Field,
And fpum with Scotn his mangled Carcafe from me.
HoraTUS,

‘Why wilt thou talk thus 2 Prithee be more calm :
T can forgive thy Tears, they flaw from Nature,
And could have g}adly wifh’d the Alben State
Had found us other Enemies, to vanquith.
But Heaven has will’d it, and Heaven’s Will be done!
‘The glorious Expetation of Succefs
Buoys ypmy Soul, nor lessa Thought intrude

. To dafh my promis’d Joys:—What fteady Valour. -
Beam’d from theirEyes ! Juft fo, if Faancy’s Power
May form Conjecture from his After-age,
Rome’s Founder muft have look’d, when warm in Yaith
And flufh’d with future Conqueft forth he march’d
Ageinft proud Aerow, with whafe bleeding Spoils
He grac’d the Altar of Forsirian Feve.
~—DMethinks I feel recover’d 3 I might venture
Forth to the Field again. What ho! Vorscivius,
Attend me to the Camp. 3,

- HorATIA.
My dearcft Father,

Let me intreat you ftay; the Tumult thers
Will difcompofe you, and a quick Reélapfo
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May prove moft dangerous.  T'll reftrain my Teears,
If they offend you. 1)
-‘HorATIUS.
¥ Well, I'll be advis'd.
# Twere now toolate, ere this they muft have conquer'd.
—And here’s the happy Meflenger of Gloty!
Enter VALERIA,
VALERIA.
Allsloft; ‘alPs ruin'd, Freedom is no more!
HoRrATIUS,
What doft thou fay'?
VALERIA.
That Rome’s fubdued by A,
HoraTIUS. .
It cannot be; where are my Sons? all dead ¥
VALERIA.
Pusrius is flill alive, the other Two
Havepaid the fatal Debt they owed their Country
HoraT1ius,
PusLivs alive? you muft miftake, VALERIA §
He knows his Duty better.
He mutft be dead, or Rome victorious.
_VALERIA.
‘Thoufands as well as T beheld the Combat 3
After his Brother’s Deaths he ftood alone,
And acted Wonders againft three Affailants ;
>Till forc’d at laft to fave himfelf by Flight.
HoraTius.
ByFlight ? and did the Soldiers let him pafs?
<O I am ill again l—the Coward Villain !
[ Throwing bimfelf into bis Chair.

Ho-



46 The RoMAN FATHER,
HorATIA.,
Alzs, my Brothers ! !
HorATrUs.
Weep not for them, Girl;

They’ve died 2 Death which Kings themfelves might entg,
And whilft they liv’d they faw their Country free.
O had I perif’d with them ! But for him
Whofe impious Flight difhonours all his Race,
‘Tears a fond Father’s Heart, and tamely barters
For poor precarious Life his Country’s Glory,
‘Weep, weep for him, and let me join my Tears !

VALERIA:

" What could he do, my Lord; when three oppos’d him ?

Horartivs.
He might have died!—O Villain, Villain, Villain!
—And he fhall die ; .this Arm fhall facrifice
“The Life he dared preferve with Infamy. !

[ Endeavouring to rifes

‘What means thlS Weaknefs ? ’tis untimely now,
When I thould pusiith an ungrateful Boy.
Was this his boafted Virtue which could charm
His cheated Sovereign, and brought Tears'of Joy
To my old Eyes ?—{o young a Hypocrite |
O Shame, Shame, Shame !

VALERIA.

Have patience Sir, all Rome

Beheld hxs Valour, and approv’d his Flight
Againf fuch Oppofition. 5

HoraTius.

Tell not me,
What's Rome to me? Rome may excufe her Traitor ;
But I'm the Guardian of my Houfe’s Honour,
s And

¢
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And I will punifh. Pray ye lead me forth,
I would have Air. ~ But grant me Strength, kind Gods,

To do this A& of Juftice, and Pll own, |
Whate'er ’gainft Rome your awful Wills decree,
Ye ftill are juft, and merciful tome ! ~  Exeunt.
™

The END of the Third A&

ACT



ACT 1V,

SCENE I

A Room in Hor aT1Us’s Houfe.

Enter HoraTius, VALERIA following.

HoraT1vus.
W AY, away,—1I feel my frength renew’d,
And I will hunt the Villain thro’ the World 3
No Defarts fhall conceal, “nor Darknefs hide him.
He is well fkill'd in Flight, but he fhall find
>Tis not fo eafy to elude the Veengeance
Of a wrong'd Father’s Arm, as to efcape
His Adverfary’s Sword.
VALERIA.
Reftrain your Rage

But for a Moment Sir ; when you fhall hear
The whole unravel’d, you will find he’s innocent,

HoraTius,
Tt cannot be.
VALERIA.
And fee my Brother comes,
He may perhaps relate—

Ho-



HoraTius.
{ will not héar bAm 3
§ will not liften to my Shame again.
 Enter VaLERIUS.
VALERIUS.
I come with 'kind condolarice from the King © °
To footh a Father’s Grief, and to' exprcfs——
HoraTi1us.
T've heard it all ; I pray you fpare my Bluthes.
1 want not Confolation, ’tis enough
They periflid for their Country.” But the thlrd-—-;
VALERTUS.
True, he indeed may well fupply their Lofs,
And calls for all your Fondnefs.
HorATius,
All my Vengeance ;
Aand he fhall have it, Sir.
VALERIUS.
What means my Lord ?
Are you alone difpleas’d with what he has’&g;ne?
HoraT1US.
*Tis Ialone, I find, muft punifh it.
VALERIUS.
Punifh, my Lord 2 What Faulg has he committed ?
HorATIUS.
Why will you double my Confufion thus ? ¢
Is Flight no Fault ?
VALERIUS:
In fuch a Caufe as his
*Twas glorious.

Ha,
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PPN S

: H ORATIUS.
Glorious ! O rare Sophiftry,
To find 2 Way through Infamy to Glory !
VALERIUS.
1 fcarce can traft my. Senfes 1 Infamy?
What, was it infamous. tofave his Country 2.
Is Arta Crime? Is it the Name of Flight
We can’t. forgive, though its ador’d Effect
Reftord us all to Freedom, Fame, and Empire ?
HoraTtivus.
What Fame, what F rccdom, who has faved his Country ?
VaLERIUS..
Your Son, my Lord, has done it.
Hoxm'r 1Us.
How, when, where ?
VALERIUS.
It pofiible ? Did you not fay you knew?
HoraTrus.
I care not what I'knew; O tell me all,
¥s Rome ftil free ? has Alba 2 has my Son?
Tell me.

N

VALERIVS.
Your Son, my Lord, has flain her Champions.
Horartius,
‘What, Pusrius?

VALERIUS.
He. r

HoraTius.

O let me clafp thee to mie
Were there not three remaining?
Varerivs.
Truc, there were ;
But wounded zll.
Ho-
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HoraTivs: i5
Your Sifter here had told us
"That Rome Was Va.nqux(h’d that my Son was Pcd~—-r—-
Varerivs,
And he did fly; but *twas that Flight ptefervd u,
All Rome as wéllas fhe has been’ deceiv'd,
3 HozAT1vs,
Let me again embrace thee. ---—Come, relate it
Did I not fay, ALERIA, that my Boy "
Mutt heeds be dead, or Rome vidtorious ?
Ilong to kear the Manner. Well, VALER1US.
VALERIUS.
Your other Sons, my Lord,, had paid the Debt
They owed to . Rime, and he alone remamd
*Gainft three Opponems, whofe ‘united Strength, ;e
Tho’ wounded each, and robb’d of ha]f thelr F oree,
‘Woas, flill too great for his. Awhile he flood
Their fierce Affaults, and then pretended Flight
Only to tise his wounded Adverfaries. .~ . .
g HoraT1Us.
Pretended Flight, ‘and this fucceeded, ha'!
O glorious Boy !, ; :

VALERITS.
*Twas better flill, my Lord ;

For all purfued, but not with equal Sp:ea
Each eager for the Conqueft prefs’d ' to reach Lim,
Nor did the firft ’1ill *twas too late perceive
His fainter Brothers panting far behind,

¥ '~ Horataus.
He took ‘them fingly then ? an mfy Congqueft,
*Twas Boy’s Play only. :

E 2 : Vaa
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VALERTUS.
Never did I fee
Such univerfal Joy, as when the laft
Sunk on the Ground beneath HoraT1Us® Sword ;
Who feem’d awhxle to parley as a Friend,
And would have given him Life, but Caius fearn'd it. °
VALERIA.
Cains! O poor HoraTra !
HoraT1us,

Peace, I charge thee.
Go, drefs thy Face in Smiles, and bid thy Friend
Wake to new Tranfports 5 let Ambition fire her;
What is a Lover loft? There’s not a Youth
In Rome but will adore her ; Kings will feek
For hef Alliance now, and mightieft Chiefs
Be honour’d by her Smiles. Will they not, Youth ?

[Exit VALER 1A,
VALERIUS.
Moft fure, my Lord, this Day has added Worth
To her, whofe Merit was before unequall'd.
: HorATivs.

How could I doubt his Virtue I-——Mighty Gods,
This is true Glory, to preferve his Country,
And bid by one brave A& th* Horatian Name
In Fame's eternal Volumes be enroll’d.
Methinks already I behold his Tnumph
Rome gazes on hiym like a fecond Founder,
The wond’ring Eye of Childhood views with Awe
The new Divinity, and trembling Age
Crowds eager on to - blefs him ere it dies!
Ere long, perhaps, they will raife Altars to him,
And even with Hymns and Sacrifice adore

The
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The Virtue I fufpected ! Gracious Heav’n !
Where js he? Let mefly, and at his Feet
Forget the Father, and implore a Pardon

For fuch Injuftice.

Varerius.
You may foen, my Lord,
In his Embraces lofe the fond Remembrance
Of your miftaken Rage. ~ The Kingere this
Has from the Field difpatch’d him ; he but ftay’d.
*Till he could fend him home with fome flight Honoyrs
Of featter’d Wreaths, and grateful Songs of Praife, 3
For *till to-morgow he poftpones the Pomp
Of folemn Thanks, and Sacrifice to Heaven .,
For Liberty reftord. But hark ! that Shqﬁt,,'
‘Which founds frgx_n far, and feems the mingled Vaice, <
Of Thoufands, fpeaks him onpward on his Way. 7
HograT1us.
How my Heart dances !——Yet I bluth to meet him,
But I will on. Come, come HorAT1A, leave [Callingat
Thy Sorrow far behind, and let usfly the Doagr.,
With open Arms to greet our common Glory.
\ [£xit HorATIUS.
Enter HorATYA and VALERIA, 72 VALER yus,
HozrAaTi1a. X
Yes, I will go; this Father’s hard Command
Shall be obey’d, and I will meet the Conqueror 3
But not in Smijles.
VALERIUS. ;
O go not, gentle Lady.;
Might I advife— =~ -
'3 Va-
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“Varerta,
-Your Gnefs are ‘yet too  frefh,
And may offend hig; do net; my HORATIA.
VaLEr1US.
Indeed *twere better to avoid his Prefence,
1t will revive youf* SbrroWs, and recall
HORA'r 1A,
Sir, when I faw’ you Taft T was 2  Worman, -
The Fool of Nature, a ford Proy 'to Grief,
Made up of Sigﬁs and Tedrs. ~ But now, my Soul
Difdains the very Thought of what T was ;
*Tis grown toq callous to be mov’d with Toys.
Obferve me well ; am I not nobly c‘ung’d ?
Flow my fad Eyes, or heaves my Breaft one Groan?
No, for I doubt n6 lénger. - *Tis not Grief,
?Tis Refolution ‘' now, and fix’d Defpair.
_VALERTA!
My dear HORATIA, you ftrike Terrors  thro’ me;
* What dreadfuf Purpofe haft thou forn’d? O fpeak !
~ VALEr1Us: :
Talk gcntly to her. Hear me yet, fweet Lady'y
You muft not go; whatever you refolve
TheTe is 2 Sight will pietce you to the' Soul.
HorAT1a.

WWhat Sight ;
2 VALERIUS.
Alas, I fhould be glad to hide it;
Byt it is— .
Hbse\,ﬂe:
What?

2



4 TRAGEDY. g
VaLER1US. >
Your Brother wears in TrmmPh

‘The very Scarf T bore to Cuxm'rws.
Horar1a. |Wildy.

Ye Gods, I thank ye'!. *tis with Joy 1 hear i¢:

If I fhould falter now, - that Sight would rouze

My droopmrr Rage,"and fwelf the Tempeﬁ louder,

But foft; they may prevent me'§’ my wild Paffion

Betrays my Purpoﬁ'. 1’11 ?hﬂ'emble with them, 2

3
3

[$5¢ / hits dpu
VaiLerivs, ;
She foftens now. viz 2 {
VaLEr1Al
How do you, my Honarm ?
Horatia "

Alas, my Friend, “tis Madnefs which T utter<—sw
Sincé you perfuade me then, Twill not go, ’
But leave me to myfelf; I'would fitthere;:
Alone in filent Sadnefs pour my Tedrs,™ '
And meditate on my unheard-of Woes,
* VALERIUS #0 VALERTA!
*Twere well to humour this. But may fhe not
If left alone do Qutrage on herfelf?
VaLERIA.
I have prevented that; fhehas not near her
One Inftrument of Death.
VALERIUS.
Retire we then.
But oh not far, for now I feel my Soul
Still mere perplex’d with Love. Who knows, VALER1aA,
E 4 But,
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But, when this Storm of Grief has blown its Fill,
She may grow calm, and liften to my Vows.
[Exeunt V ALER1US and VALERIA.
After a fbort Silence HORATIA  rifes, and comes forrward.
HoraTiA.
Yes, they are gone; and now be firm my Soul!
"This'Way I can elude their Search. . The Heart,
Which doats like mine, muft break to be at Eafe.
Juft now I thought, had Cur1aTius lived,
T could have driven him from my Breaft for ever.
But Death has cancell’d all my Wrongs at once.
—They were not Wrongs ;. ’twas Virtue which undid us,
And Virtue thall unite us in the Grave.
1 heard them fay, as they depatted hence,
‘That they had robib’d me of all Means of Death.
Vain Thought ; they kiiew not half-HorAT1A’s Purpofe.’
Be refolute, my Brother, let no weak
Unmanly Fondnefs mingle with thy Virtue,
And I willtouch thee nearly.-- O come .on,
*Tis thou alone can’ft give HorAaT1A Peace. [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE IL
A Street of Rome.

CHORUS of Youths and Virgins finging and fcat-
tering Branches of Ok, Flowers, &c.  Then enters
HoraTivs leaning on the Arm of Pusirus Ho-
RATIUS,

CHORTUS.
Thus, for Freedom nobly won;
Rome her hafty Tribute pours ;
And on one vi@orious Son -
Half exhaufts her blooming Stores..
A~YourH.
Scatter here the Laurel Crown,
Emblem of §mmortal Praife !
Wond'rous Youth ! to thy Renown
" Future Times thall Altars raife. St
A VIr@IN.

Scatter here the Myrtle Wreath,
"Tho' the bloodlefs Victor's Due s
Grateful ‘Thoufands fav’d from Death

Shall devote that Wreath to you.
A YoUTH. £
Scatter here the Oaken Bough 3
Ev’n for one averted Fate
“We that Civic Meed beftow—
He fav’d all, who fav’d the State,
CHO-

-
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CHORUS.
Thus for Freedom, ¢&9%¢.
: vy HorAT1us,
Thou do’ft forgive me then, my deareft Boy,
1 cannot tell thee half my; bx}hcy
The Day which gave thee firft to my glad Hopcs
WasMefery to thise~—I1"ry mad with Tranfport t-
v Whyare ve filent there 2 again renew .
Yowr bgngs of mee, and in a louder Strain
Pour forth your Joy, and tell the hﬁ’mng Spheres
That Reme is freed by my Hor AT 1us’ Hand.
Pusg1us.;;
No more, my, Friends,~— You muﬁ permit me, Sir,
‘To contradiét you here:; " /Not but my Soul,
Like yours, is open to the Charms of Praife ;
There is no Joy beyond it, when the Mind
Of him who hears it can with honeft Pride
Confefs it juft, and liften to its Mufic.
But now the ToilsT have fuftain’d-require
Their Interval of Reft; andevery Senfe
Is deaf to Pleafure.=—=Tiet'me leave you, Friends;
We're near our Home, ;and would be private now :
To-morrow we'll expedt your kind Attendance
"To fhare our Joys,, and waft our Thanks to Heaven.
[ 4 ibety are: going off HoraT1A ratfbes in.
Horaria,
Where is this mighty Chief?-, A
o0 HomaT1us.
+ .. My Daughter’s Voice !
I bade her come ;, fhe has forgot her Sarrows,
And is again my ded . '
H HorarTia.
Is this the Hero
That
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That tramples Nature’s Ties; and nobly foars
Above the Dictates of Humanity.?. -
Let me obferve him: well.

Pusrius.

‘Wkat means my Sifter ?.
7 Horartra. v

"Thy Sifter! I difelaim the impious Title ;
Bafe and inhuman ! Give me back my Hufband,
My Life, my Soul; my murdered CurzaTIUS

PusLivs..
He perifh’d for his Country.

HoraTi1a.

Gracious. Gods,

. Was’t not enough that thou had’ft murdered him,
But thou muft triumph in thy Guilt, and wear
His bleeding Spoils.?——0 let me tear them from thee,
Drink the dear Drops that iffued from his Wounds,
More dear to me than the whole Tide that fwells
With impious Pride a hoftile Brother’s Heart.

HoraTIUS.
Am I awake, or is it all Hlufion !
Woas it for this thou cam’ft ?

PusLrivs.

HoRATIA, bear me.

Yet I am calm, and can forgive thy Folly ;
Would I could call it by no harfher Name.
But do not tempt me farther—Go, my Sifter,
Go hide thee from the Warld; norlét a Romar
Know with what Infolence thou dar’ft avow
Thy Infamy, or what is more my Shame
How tamely Iforgaveit—Go, HoraTIA.
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HoraTia.
1 will not go.—~What, have I touch’d thee then ?
And can’ft thou feel ?—O think not thou fhalt lofe
‘Thy fhare of Anguifh. !l purfue thee il
Urge theéalt Day with thy unnatural Crimes,
Tear, harrow up thy Breaft: and then at Night
Y11 be the Fury that fhall haunt thy Dreams ;
‘Wake thee with Shrieks; and place before thy Sight
Thy mangled Friends in'all their Pomp of Horror.
Puerivs.
Away with her; 'tis womanifh Complaining.
Think’ft thou fuch Tnﬂcs can alarm the Man
Whofe nob]eﬁ Paflion is his Country’s Love ?
—Letit be thine, zmd Tearn to bear Afﬂx&ton
i HorarTia.
Curfe on my Country’s Love, the Trick yeteachus
To make us Slaves beneath the Mafk of Virtue;;
‘T'o robus of gach foft endezu'mg Senfe, :
And violate the ﬁrﬂ great Law within us.
I {carn the impious Paflion; :
PusLivs. -
.2 Have a Care;
Thouw'ft touch’d a:String which may awake my Ven-
geance,
HoraTia. [A5da.
hen it fhall do it.
Pusrivs.
O, if thou dar'{ prophane
"That ficred Tie which winds about mjr Heart,
By Leaven I fwear, by the great Gods who rule
“I'te Fate of Empires, tis not this fond Weaknefs
Which

3
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Which hangs upon me, and retards my Juftice,
Noreven thy Sex, which fhall protect thee from me.
[Clappmg bis Hand on bis Sworde

HorarTius.
Drag her away—thou’lt make me curfe thee, Girl— "
Indced the’s mad.. [7e PusL1us.
HoraTia. q

Stand off, I am not mad—
Nay, draw thy Sword ; I do defy thee, Murderer,
Barbarian, Roman!—Mad ; the Name of Rome
Makes Madmen of you all 5 my Curfes on it.
I do deteft its impious Policy.
Rife, rife ye States (O that my Vaice could fire
Your tardy Wrath!), confound its felith Greatnefs,
Rafe it's proud Walls, and lay its Towers in Aﬂxes !

. PusLius,
I’ll bear no more—: . [meing bis Sword,
HoraTivus.
" Diftra&ion !—Force her off—

Horaria. [Struggling.
Could I but prove the Helen to deftroy
This curs’d unfocial State, I'd die with T'ranfport:
Gaze on the fpreading Fires—till the laft Pile
Sunk in the Blaze—then mingle with its Ruins.
PusLius.
Thou fhalt not live to that.
HoraTIvs.
Afiift e, Friends—
Drag—tear her offi—O PuBLius—O my Son—
Spare, fparca Father ! UL [ They force heroff.
I

Pox-
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PusL1us. [Afier a Paufe.
Let her avoid me then.—My whole Soul’s mov’d,
And Rome’s immortal Genius ftirs within me !
Yes, ye dread Powers, whofe everlafting Fires
Blaze on our Altars, and whofe facred Shields
From Heaven defcending guard imperial Rome,
Ifeel, I feel your Wrongs—for you I fought,
For you1 bear the Sword.—Lead on my Friends,
.  [Exit.
HoraTius. [Looking at him as be goes out.
How dreadful, yet how lovely is his Virtue !
: " [Going after bim.

Enter VALERIUS and two or three Sevvantsi
VALERIUS. [Stopping HorATIUS,
Saw you your Daughter, Sir? ;
HoraTi1vus.
¥ Alas, VaLeRTUS,
1 yet ftand trembling on the Brink of Fate,
And fearce can think the dreadful Moment paft.
She has been here, and with fuch impious Outrage
AffaiPd her Brother, that our utmoft Force
Scarce {fav’d her from his Sward.
1. VALERIUS.
He could not fute
Attempt her Life !
4 Hor ATIUS.
He did.
1 VaLerivS.
And could you bear
That -Sight, my Lord?
: Ho-
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-HoraT1us,
VALERIVS, afk ‘me not.
What I could bear.« 1:feel the Torment fhl]
And dread to. think what Mnfcluefs "had enfucd
Had T like him been: warm’d and deaf to- Natum.
» VaLERIUS. ’
But fhe is fafe?
HoraTIUS.

Yes, from the Sword fheis;
But mad as the Cumaan Maid fhe raves,
And pours incellant Curfes on her Country. *
Mifguided Girl!
But ] can bear my Fate ; the Hand of Heaven
Chaffifes thus my Infolence of Joy,
I were too happy clfe ! Yet Art perhaps
May give her Eafe, your Sifter will attend her.
1 muft not fee her now ; PUBLIUS will think
That Inegle& him; every. Pang I feel,
Affronts his Virtue,‘ and each “idle ‘Doubt
Is Treafon to the State his Arm thas faved.
O my divided Heart! [Exit.

VALERIUS.
Puerius will think!

Then *tis in Rome, it feems, become a Crime
Ev’n for the fofter Sex to let their Anguith
Tranfport their Souls beyond the Bounds of Reafon.
Our Heroes would new-mold Humanity 5
And tie down Madnefs to the pedant Rules’
Of dull Difcretion.—Dar'd attempt her Life !
Let me not think on that. - I will avoid him,
>Tilllam calm again.—Go fome of you
This Way, fome that, and fearch my Sifter out.

Say,
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Say, If T mect her not, I fhall return

And wait her here.—This Viclence of Grief
Cannot laft long and fuch a ‘Heart as hers

So form’d for Paffion, fo acceffible

Fo tender Pains, may learn once more to prove
The pleafing Tranfports of reviving Love.

The END of the Faurth AC T.

ACT
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ACT V.

S @B NIE
The Streef.

Enter Vaveria and a Servant.

VALERIA. [ in Diforder.
REgar‘c] ‘not me.+<Did you not {ay, my Brother
Was here? Where is he ?—Yet I know not why
1 with him hete, but that my burflirig Heart
May vent its Gricfs, and find 4 Refuge for them. %
SERVANT.
Madam, my Lord approaches.
Enter VALERIUS.

VALERIA.
O VAaLERUS,

HorAT1A, poor HorATIA' loft for ever ;
Her unrelenting Brother——
V ALERIUS.
Deareft Sifter, ‘
Compofe your Fears. She has efcap’d his Rage,
But now I faw her Father, and his Care
Has fav'd her from the Blow, and begs your Aid
To footh her tortur’d Mind.
F Vaizriae -
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VALERIA.

‘What fays my Brother ?
How{av'd? alas, too fure fhe dies this Moment.
She had no Father there ; thefe Eyes beheld
‘The fatal Stroke, and thefe fad Arms receiv’d her.
Nor had I left her now but to obey
Her own Command; and by Intreaties force

Her cruel Brother to her.
VALERIUS. [#ith Amazement.

When was this ?

Where was it ?——Say, VALERIA—
" VALERIA.
When I left you
To feck fome diff ’rent Way our haplefs Charge,
Led by the Noife from Street to Street I ran,
And came at laft where through the gather’d Crowd
1 faw but could not reach her.  Wild fhe feem’d,
Struggling with all that would oppofe her Pafluge,
And trying every Method to provoke
Her Brother’s Fury : With dire Blafphemies,
Which fhock’d my trembling Soul, her Tongue profan’d
Each awful Name, and not a God efcap’d
Her imprecating Rage.
VALERIUS.
Well, well, enough ;
But come to him. ;
VALERIA.
Silent awhile he ftood,
As the dead Calin before the Thunder rolls,
Nor anfwer’d to“her Rage: Then, rous'd at once,
As if fomeThfpiration touch’d his Soul,
His Bofom heav’d, he rais’d his Eyes to-Heav'n,
*Thési buft in Tears, and whilt he wept he dfove
The

'

)
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The Poiniard to her Heart, and thus, he cried,
Thus perith all the Enemies of Rome ! ;
VALERIUS.
Thou feem’ft to plead his Caufe.
VALERIA.
“114 Alas, my Brother,
I fpeak but what I faw.
V ALERIUS.
Where was her Father?
VALERIA.
I know not, but fome Chance, they faid, detain’dhiaz;
He fearce had left the Crowd, and thought her fafe.
VALERIUS.
Scarce left the Crowd, and thought her fafe ?—O Gods, _
*Twas1, ’twas I detain’d him ; in that Moment
The borrid Deed wa$ done.—~Where are they now?
"VALER1A,
1 hope with her.  She fear'd fome fatal Violenee,
And therefore beg’d me to intreat them to her.
VaLER1US,
And have you feen them ? Are they Friends ?
VALERIA, ;
3 O no,
1 found them high in Wrath : The poor old Man
Torn with contending Paflions threaten’d oft
Deftru@ion on his Sen, who with Difdain :
Laid bare his Bréaft, and bade him firike the Blow.
The Patriot then took Place, and he would wifh
He never had a Daughter. My Approach
Alarm’d them both ; but Pusrius foon refum’d
His wonted Firmnefs, bade her Father go
And mingle Teats with hers, he would not fee her,
B2 Nor
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Nor dared pollute his Conquefts with her Prefence.
Haft thou no Heart, the Father cried, and look’d
Unutterable Sorrow 5 at which Sight
He yielded, and obey’d. 1T left them then
To feek you out.~——My Brother, you regard not
What I have faid.—You hear me nes,
VALERIUS.
VALERIA,
Revenge is bufy here. 'Yes, thou proud Chief,
In fpite of all the Glories  which: furround thee,
I yet may eruth thy Pride t
VALERTA.
You will not kill him ¥
Vareriv ot

Kill him, VALERIA —"Tis no common Death
Which he fhall die:'T will have foble Vengeance.
The Thought dclights my Soul! [Going:

VALERIA,

What Thought, my Brother?
Nay tell me, or yougo not.—Stay at leaft
>Till you hear more.—1I feel HorATIA’s Wrongs
As ftrong as you.—— [Exit VoLERIUS,

He’s gone. Tho’ my Heat bleeds
For my poor dying Friend, I muft purfue him,
His fatal Rafhnefs may diftref her more,
And bring freth Sorrows on an aged Sire

Opprefs'd too much already, [Exit.

SCENE

T RN R —
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SCENE the laft.
A Room in HoraTiuss Hou/é. %

"HORATIA ¢n a Couch, end Atendants.

HorATIA.
Ceafe, ceafe your cruel Aid, ye fhall not fave me.
My utmoft With is Death, and I will have it.
Enter HorATIUS and PusLivs.
Yet, let me thank you for this little Life
Your Art prolongs, ’till I have made my Peace,
And afk’d Forgivenefs here,
HorATiUus,
My Child, my Child!
HorATIA.

“What means this Tendernefs -——1I thought to fee you

Inflamed with Rage againft 2 worthlefs Wretch,
Who has dithonourd your illuftrious Race,
And flain’d its brighteft Fame. In Pity look not
Thus kindly on me. O behold me, Sir,
With that ftern Afpe& my wrong’d Brother wears,
And I may then fupport this dreadful Parting :
For I have injur’d you.
HoraTIvs.

Thou has not, Girl ;

I faid, "twas Madne(s ; but hé would not hear me.
HoraTia.

O wrong him not, his ‘A& was noble Juftice,
1 forc’d him to the Deed : For know, my Father,
It was not Madnefs, but the firm Refult
Of festled Reafon, and deliberate Thought.

F3

Xwas
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T was refolved on Death, and witnefs Heaven,
Pd not have dicd by any. Hand but his
For the whole round of Fame his Worth fhall boaft
Thro® future Ages. f\Tought but this, my Father,
Could reconcile us; I forgive him now o
The Death of CurRIATIUS ; thislalt Elow
Has cancell'd that, and he’s once more my Brother.
§ HorATrus. :
What haft thou faid ? Werc't thou fo bent on Death 7
Was all thy Rage diffembled ?
HoraTia.
All, my Father,
All but my Love was falfe; what that infpired
Yutter’d freely, and ftill hate the Caufe
Which has undone us, tho’ I know ’twas Virtue. -
Butfor the reft, the Curfes which I pourd
On Heav’n-defended Rome, were merely Lures
‘o tempt his Rage, and perfe& my Deftruction.
Heav’'n! with what TranfportI beheld him mov’d,
How my Heart leap’d to meet the welcome Point,
And leave its Sorrows there!
HoraT1us.
Unkind HoraTIA !
Had’ft thou no Pity on thy Father’s Age?
Could’ft thou to eafe thy Griefs abandon his,
And leave him Childlefs.
HoraTi1a.
; * Childlefs? gracious Powers,
Can he be Childlefs from whofe happy Loins
Reome's great Deliverer fprung, “and ftill furvives
To biefs and cherith him.
o-
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HoraTivs, - 3

He does indeed, %
And 'm afham’d to think how I negleét him.———
Forgive me, Boy 3 fhe has unman'd my Virtue.
Yet can I fee her thus, and not remember
Her thoufand little tender Arts, which footh'd
The Cares of Age, and led me gently through
The Evening of my Days?

'HoraT14.

Forget them, Sir,
They all are nothing now ;. this laft dire A&
May juftly fhut me from your Breaft for ever.
Turn, turn to him; there blooms the kind Support
Of your remaining Life. What tho’ he bends + s
His ftern Regards on me, who have defervid them?;
He is by Nature gentle, mild, and loving,
Will greatly pity your deferted State,
And pay a double Duty.

HoraT1vus. :
Wherefore then
Would'ft thou provoke his Rage, and make me look ,
With Horror on him?
HoraT1a.

*Tis on me, not him,
‘That thou thould'ft look with Horror ; “twasmy A&,
‘Not his,~———

: Horar1us.

O fodlifh Nature, how it ftruggles here
Againtt the force of Reafon | —Save me, Boy,

From the dire Confli&: when I look this.way, [T5 Ais Sox.
*Tis Reafon’s Triumph ; Juftice fan&ifies

Paternal Love, and Glory crowns the whole,
F 4 But
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But when I turn to her, I feel my Strength
Again relapfe, and fcarce can blefs the Hand
Which fav'd’ m) Country.
HoraT1a.
_ Then, there’s nought remains,
But thus to rid you of the only Clog, [Tearing off ber
‘Which keeps Affection from its proper Sphere, Bandages.
And fhackles Coward Virtue.—But forgjve me|
Pusrius,
My Sifter, ftay s I charge thee live, HoraTIA,
O thou haft planted Daggers here |
HoraTra,
My Brother !
Can you forgiveme too ? then I am happy.
I dared not hope for that. Ye gentle Ghofts
“That rove Elyfium, hear the facred Spund !
My Father and my Brother both forgive me !
1 have again their Sané&tion on my Love. :
O let me haften to thofe happier Climes
Where unmolefted we may fhare our Joys,
Nor Rome, nor Alba, thall difturb us more !
Enter VALERIA. [In a Fright,
O Sir, O my HoraT1A—yet thou liveft,
And may’ﬁ recover all.
HoraT1us,
Wbagmean you, Lady }
VALERIA.
Aﬂ Rame, my Lord, has ta'en th’ Alarmy and Crowds
Of Citizens enrag’d are pofting hither
Toall for Juftice on HokaTus’ Head.
HO‘( AT I A.
For what ?
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VALERIA.
For thee.
HoraTr1A, Y
O Heavens ! why Numbers of them
Beheld his Provocation,
: VALERTA.
True they did;
Butmy unhappy Brother—
HoraAT1us.
What of him?
VALERIA.
Alas he loved HorATIA, and her Lofs
Has urg’d him to this Frenzy,
~ Horartius. Ay
What of him? 3
Does he arraign my Son ? A
VALERIA.
He leads the Crowd
And, as he pleafes, fways their giddy Minds :
Paints the dire Tale in all its Pomp of Sadnefs,
And wakes Compaffion by each varied Art
Of winning Eloquence. Around the King
"They prefs in thoufands; his Authority,
Tho’ aided with ftri¢t Promifes of Juftice,
Can fcarcely calm their agitated Minds.
—DBut the thall live, and all be well again.
[Turning tenderly toward HORATIA,
HoraTia.
O no, it cannot be—detefted Parricide !
Could’ft thou not die without the added Guilt
Of murdering all thy Race =0 Sir—O Brother |

LY

Can
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€Can ye behold me now, and not recall |
Your kind Forgivenefs >—Can ye—will ye?—Speak !
—DBut do not curfe me, Sir!
—Yet why, my Father,
Why ftand you thus amaz’d ? The Laws are yourss -
‘What Right can they pretend, ungrateful Men ?*
Has not a2 Roman Father Power to take
The Lives of all his Children ?>—He but acted . .
By your Command-—O take the Deed on you!
PupLrvs.
My Sifter ftay, and you, my Father, hear me.
T'll end this Strife, and die'fince they require jt,
Heaven knows how willingly !
But let not Ignominy ftain my Wreaths,
Let me not fall a public Spectacle
Dragg’d like a Criminal to Juftice. No,
My Father, fave me from that dreadful Scene,
Affume the generous Right the Laws allow you,
And take this forfeit Life with Honour from me.
[Offering bim bis Swerd.
HoraTius,
True, and it fhall be fo.  Yes, yes, my Children,
We'll die together.
HorATial [Rifing from the Cauch.
O forbear, forbear '—
‘Was this Pang wanting to compleat my Fate !
In Pity to yourfelves, to the dear Honour
Of your uafpotted Names !—O blind old Man
Dareft thou lift up thy facrilegious Hand
Againft the Chicf, the God that faved thy Country.
[A Noife without,
Alas they’'re here—help me, I die—O now
My Father, now exert thy utmoft Force With
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With them, and fhew thyfelf indeed 2 Roman ;
Not with thy Sword.
1t CrTizEN. [#ithout.
‘We muft not be denied.
2d CITiZEN,
We will have Juftice.
VALERIUS:
Wedemand Hor AT1US.
HorATIA.
Would I could live !—it will not be—
HorAT1US.
My Daughter!
HorATIA.
Regard not me —There, there employ thy Power.
’Tis my laft Prayer—V ALERIA, I adjure thee
By the juft Gods, proclaim him innocent—
They’ll think my Father partial—O remember
Remember, dear VALERIA—Brother—Father] [Dis.
VALERIA,
She’s gone, fhe’s dead !
PusLivus.
Then Fate has done it’s worft.
Where are thefe Citizens ?
HoraATIUS.
VALER1A,
PusLus, look there—look yonder—what a Sight !
Is it for this we wifh for Length of Days |—
O my poor bleeding Boys, how muchI envy
Your happier Lot ! [ Noife without,
Enter TuLLus, VALERIUS, and CiTIZENS.
VaLERIUS,
See! Fellow Citizens, fee where fhe lics
The bleeding Victim— Tue-
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TuLLus.

Stop, unmanner'd Youth!
Think’ft thou we know not wherefore we are here ?—
Seeft thou yon drooping Sire ?

HoraTivs. *  [Turning haflily towards thems
" Permit them, Sir.
ToLLus.
What can he mean !  Some other time, HorATIUS.
HoraTius.

«

O no, this Inftant.
it CiTizEN.
He feems eager for it.
He fides with us,
TuLrus.
Well, be it fo. 1know not
‘What he intend$; but if he meets'my Withes,
His ftrong unlabour’d Eloquence of Grief
May move them more than Reafon’s fubleft Force.
What would ye, Romans ?
Varerius,
We are come, dread Sir,
In the behalf of murdered Innocence
Mourdered by him, the Man—
HoraT1vs.
‘Whofe conquering Arm
Has faved you all from Ruin. O Shame, Shame!
Has Rome no Gratitude? Do ye not bluth
To think whom your infatiate Rage purfues ?
Down, down, and’ worfhip him.
it Citizen.
Does he plead for him?

2d
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2d CiTiZEN,
Does he forgive his Daughter’s Death?
ra HorAT1US.
He does.
And glories in it, glories in the Thought
‘That there’s one Roman left who dares be grateful.
If you are wrong’d, then what am I ? "Muft I
Be taught my Duty by th’ affeéted Tears
Of Strangers to my Blood? Had I been wrong’d
1know a Father’s Right, and had not afk’d
This ready :alking Sir to bellow for me,
And mouth my Wrongs in Rome.
VALERIUS. _
Friends, Countrymen, .
Regard him not, his Griefs have hurt his Reafon.
*Tis true that PoBr1us has preferv'd his Country 3
But meft one glorious A& exalt him quite
Beyond all Laws, and give a boundlefs Scope
To his o’erweening Cruelty ? - ere long
He'll claim a privilege to murder all
‘Who dare oppofe his Will ; and when his Sword
Has fpread with mangled Carcafes your Streets,
He'll tell you *twas that Swerd which faved his Country,
HoraTt1vs. g
Injurious Youth: That Sword which faved his Country
‘Woas never drawn but in his Country’s Service.
Some of you muft remember, you I'm fure
SERVILIUS you were there, and muft remember
With what dire Curfes this unhappy Girl—.
¥ will not call her mine—purfud us all,
And dar’d infult the Majetty of Reme.
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ift CrTizEN,
Yes, yes we all remember.
HoraTivs.
>T'was for that,
For that he kill’'d her ; “twas riot him fhe injur'd,
*Fwas in your Caufe he kilPd her, not his own ;
And muft he die for that ? if ’tis a Crime
To vindicate your Honour, he indeed
Has been moft guilty ; ’twas for that he Fought,
For that he kilPd his Friends the Curiatii ;
If that’s a Crime, O let him die for that,
Not for his Juftice ona guilty Girl,
And he fhall fall contented.
VALERIUS.
Guilty Girl ?
How guilty ? Madnefs has a Privilege
“Fo talk unpunifh’d, and was ne’er till now
Arraign’d feverely.
HorATIUS.
Mad? She was not mad 3
Believe me, Friends, fhe own’d it ere fhe died,
Confefs’d the did it to provoke his Vengeance
Deliberately guilty.
- Vavrerivs.
Citizens,
Friends, Countrymen, regard not what he fays.
Stop, ftop your Ears, nor hear a frantic Father
Thus plead againdt his Child,
HorATivs.
FHe does belie me,
What Child have I?*—Alas, I have but One,
And him ye would tear from me.
All C1TIZENS.
Hear him, hear him !
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Pusrivs, ;
No, let me fpeak. Think’ft thou, ungenerous Youthy
To hurt my Quiet ? I am hurt beyond
"Thy Power to harm me. * Death’s extremeft Tortures
Were Happinefs to what I'fecl. Yet know
My injur’d Honour bids me live, nay more,
It bids me even defcend to plead for Life. :
But wherefore wafte I Words. *Tis not to hing
But you, my Countrymen, to you I fpeak,
He lov’d the Maid.

Crrizens.
How, loved her ?

HorAT1US.
Fondly loved her,

And under Show of.public Juftice fcreens
A private Paffion, and a mean Revenge.
[VALER1US feems confounded and goes to bis Sifter.
Think ye Iloved her not? high Heaven’s my Witnefs -
How tenderly I loved her, and the Pangs
I feel this Moment, could you fee my Heart,
Would prove too plainly] am ftill her Father.
You'll fay I love him too. I glory in it.
But *tis not for myfelf, my Dregs of Life
‘Will foon be fpent, tis for my Country’s Service
1 would preferve her Champion. . T'is not me
‘Whom you thould pity, ’tis yourfelves, your Wives,
Your tender little Ones ; for moft of you
——O think, the Time may come,

Are Fathers too.
When you again fhall want his Sword, and find
Perhaps an hoftile Ear as deaf to Mercy

As I have found But I forget myfelt,
You are all Romans, and what you decree
However hard is juft.

1t
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aft Carazen.
He fhall be faved.
VALeR1Us has milled us.
ArLr. :
Save him, fave him!
HoRATIUS.
1 thank you, Friends.
' VALERLUS.
What mean ye, would ye fave
A Murderer from Death ?—I'll not be beld, [T bis Siffer.
It was no Crime to love her, I will fpeak.
——1If Juftice moves you not, yet dread th’ Event.
Fear ye not Heaven and the avenging Gods
Who gave him up to Shame, and urg’d him on
To ftain his Conquefts with. a Sifter’s Blood.
HorATIUS.
Away, away; is he the firft whofc Arm
‘Woas ftained with Kindred Blood ? and dar'ft thou talk
In Rome thus idly? What’s our Founder then,
If he’s a Murderer? Heaven approved the Death
Of Remus, as deliberate as this,~———
TuLLUs.
Enough, enough!
With Reverence fpeak we of thofe mighty Names
Which ftand-enrol’d above. All A&s of Blood
Muft not be deem’d as Murders. *Tis the Intent
And not the A&ion conftitutes the Crime.
My Friends, and Fellow Citizens, I praife
That Zeal for Juftice in you, which permits not
The Blaze of Fame, or Gratitude itfelf

For



A TRAGEDY. 8

for AGions which might move -inferior Minds,
To blind or weaken its determin’d Force.
Tho’ here perchance it err.  Behold- this Youth
So late your Glory, with what confcious Shame
He fees himfelf reduced for one rath A,
The Crime of Virtue, to folicit here
A Life which he contemns. Heloved the Maid
With a fond Brother’s Love ; and had he felt
No nobler Paffion, fhe had ftill furvived. ’
"That other Paffion was his Love of you.
Say, fhall he die for that ? For’tis to you
He makes his laft Appeal.
Or grant it were a Crime, the worft of Crimes,
You might with Ardor feize the happy Power
Which Fortune now allows you. Could you elfe
Have rais’d your Gratitude to his Defert?
Fate feems to have found out this only Means
By which you could reward him.  Life for Life
You may return him now, for Freedom, Freedom,
it CiT1zEN,
We did declare him free, but this VALERIUS
Would interrupt our Will.
2d CiT1zEN.
Rame glories in him!
TuLLus.

Or turn this Way, if yet a Doubt remains.
Behold that virtuous Father, who could boaft
This very Morn a numerous Progeny,
The dear Supports of his declining Age.
Then read the fad Reverfe with pitying Egyes,
And tell your confcious Hearts they fell for you, .

G Ho-
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HoraTrus,
I am o’erpaid by that, nor claim I ought
On their Accounts ; for by high Heaven I fiwear
Td rather fee him added to the Heap
Than Rome enflaved.
it Citizen.
O excellent HoRATIUS,
: 2d Crrizew.
O worthy Father:!
3d CiTizEN.
. Were he ten Times guilty,
The Son of fuch a Sire might pafs unpunifh'd.
. TuLLus.
Then I pronounce him free. And now, HoraTrvs,
Tke Evening of thy flormy Day at laft
Shall clofe in Peace. Here, take him to thy Breaft.
: HoRraAT i Us,
My Son, my Conqueror ! —*T'was a fatal Stroke,
But thall not wound our Peace. This kind Embrace
Shall fpread 2 fweet Oblivion o’er our Sorrows .
Or if in After-times, tho’ ’tis not long
‘That I fhall trouble you, fome fad Remembrance
Should fteal a Sigh, and peevith Age forget
Its Refolution, only boldly fay
Thou faved'ft the State, and I'll intreat Forgivenefs,
TuLLus,
VaLERIUS too muft be your Friend again,
But that we leave to Time. The prefent Hour
Muft be employ’d to expiate his Offence.
Be that thy Care, HorATIvus ; that the Gods
May blefs To-morrow’s Rites, and gracious hear’
Our Hymns of Praife for Liberty reftor'd.
Learn
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Learn hence, ye Romans, on how fure a Bafe
The Patriot builds his Happinefs ; no Stroke,
No keeneft, deadlieft, Shaft of adverfe Fate
Can make his generous Bofom quite defpair,
But that alone by which his Country falls.
Grief may to Grief in endlefs Round fucceed,
And Nature fuffer when our Children bleed :
Yet ftill fuperior muft that Hero prove
Whofe firft, beft Paflion is his COUNTY’s LOVE,

SRR AR RN AN A RN TR

EPILOGUE, fpoken byMrs, Pritchard.

LA DIES, by e our courteons Author fends
His Compliments to all bis Female Iriends :

And thanks them from bis Soul for every bright
Indulgent Tear, whick they bave fbed To-night.
Sorrow in Virtue’s Caufe proclaims o Minp,
And gives to Beauty Graces more refin’d.
O who could bear the lovelieft Form of Art,
A Cherub’s Face, -without a feeling Heart !
*Tis there alone, swhatever Charms we boaft,
Tho’ Men may flatter, and iho’ Men will toaft,
*Tis there alone they find the Foy fincere,

| The Wife, the Parent, and the Friend are there.
All elfe, the werieft Rakes themjelves muft own,
Are but the paltry Play-things of the Town ;

The



84 EPILOGUE
The painted Clouds, whichglittering tempt the Chace,
Then melt in Air, and mock the vain Embrace.

Well then s the private Virtues, ’tis confeft,
Are.the [oft Tnmales of the Female Breaff.
But then, they fill fo full that crouded Space,
That thep or Public [eldom finds a Place.
And I fufpeft there’s many a Fair-one bere,
Who pour’d her Serrows on HorATIA S Bier, *
That fill retains fo wuch of Flefb and Blood,
She'd fairly hang the Brother, if fbe could.

Wiy, Leadies, tove fure, if that be all,
At your Tribanal be muft frand er fall.
Fhate’er bis Country, - or bis Sire decreed,
You are bis Fudges nowig gnd be muft plead.

Like other Culprit Qi‘.ttlu, be wented Graces
But could have no Self-intertft in the Cafe.
Had fbe been Wife, or Mitrefs, or a Friend,
It wight bave anfwered-fome convepient Erd:
But'a mere Sifter, schom ke lov’d—to take /
H# Life awap,—and for bis Conntry's Scke!
Faith, Ludies, you nay ?ardanvbi‘m; indeed
There's very little Fear the Crime fbould [pread. &5
True Patriots are but rare among the Mo, =
And féalfy might be ufeful, notw and then.
Then do not ‘check, by sour Difapprobation, :
A Spirit which ouce rul'd the Britith Nation, }
And Lill might rule—would vou but fet the Faflicn. - ;

The E N D.

ol





















\\\\\\\\\\\\%\\\\\\\W\\\\\\\\\\\l\\\\\ﬂ\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\

| A 000000






